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P^STOR^L. 




PASTORAL. 



RICHY AND SASDY.* 

OH IHB OBiTH 0? MS. ADDIBOH. 

1721. 

WaAT gars thee look ase dowf, dear Study, sayl 
Cheer up, dull fellow, take thj reed and pUf 
" M7 apron deaij, " or some wanton, tune. 
Be merry, I^ and keep thy heart aboon. 

BANDY. 

Nft, na, it winna do ; leave me to mane. 
Thii ftnght days twice o'er tell'd I'll whistle none. 

KICHT. 

Wow, man, that's onoo' sad ! — Is't that ye'r jo 
Baa ta'«n the stront) Or has some bogle-bo, 
Glowrin' fraa 'mang aold waws, Ri'en ye a fleg! 
Or haa eome dauted wedder broke his leg} 

SANDI. 

Ifaithing like that, sic troubles eith were bome : 
What's bogles, weddero, or what Mausy's scorn? 



Ir BlehoRl BtMlo and Ur. Aleundor Pop*. 



samsat's poems. 



Oar loss is meikle mair, and past remead : 
AdiOy that play*d and sang sae sweet, b dead. 

BIOHT. 

Dead ! say'st thou? — Oh, had up my heart, O Pan ! 
Ye gods, what laids ye lay on feckless man ! 
Alake therefore ! I canna wyt ye'r wae ; 
111 bear ye company for year and day. 
A better lad ne'er lean'd out o*er a kent. 
Or hounded ooly o*er the mossy bent : 
Blyth at the bught how aft ha* we three been, 
Heartsome on hills, and gay upon the green. 

SANDT. 

That's true indeed ; but now thae days are gane, 
And, with him, a' that's pleasant on the plain. 
A summer day I neyer thought ifc lang, 
To hear him make a roundel or a sang. 
How sweet he sung where vines and myrtles grow, 
Of wimbling waters which in Latium flow."*^ 
Titry the Mantuan herd, wha lang sinsyne. 
Best sung on aeten reed the lover's pine. 
Had he been to the fore now in our days, 
Wi' Adie he had frankly dealt his bays. 
Ab lang's the warld shall Amaryllis ken. 
His Eosamondt shall echo thro' the glen : 
While on burn banks the yellow gowan grows. 
Or wand'ring lambs rin bleating after ewes. 
His fame shall last : last shall his sang of weirs, % 
While British bairns brag of their bauld f orbeairs. 
We'll meikle miss his blyth and witty jest. 
At spaining time, or at our Lambmass feast. 
O, Richy ! but 'tis hard that death aye reaves 
Away the best fowk, and the ill anes leaves. 

* His poetic epistle from Italy to the Earl of Halifax. 

t An opera wrote by him. % His Campaign, an heroic poem. 



BICHY AKD 8AKDT. 

Hing down ye'r heads, ye hills, greet out ye springs. 
Upon ye'r edge na mair the shepherd sings. 

BIOHY. 

Then he had ay a good advice to gie, 
And kend my thoughts amaist as well as me : 
Had I been thowless, vext, or oughtUns sour, 
He wad have made me blyth in haff an hour : 
Had Eosie ta'en the dorts^ or had the tod 
Wony'd my lambs, or were my feet ill shod, 
Kindly he'd laugh when sae he saw me dwine, 
And tank of happiness like a divine. 
Of ilka thing he had an unco' skill ; 
He kend be moon-light how Udes ebb and fill ; 
He kend (what kend he no 1) e'en to a hair 
He'd tell or night gin neist day wad be fair. 
Blind John,* ye mind, wha sang in kittle phrase, 
How the iU sp'rit did the first mischief raise ; 
Mony a time, beneath the auld birk-tree, 
What's bonny in that sang he loot me see. 
The lasses aft flung down their rakes and pails,^^ 
And held their tongues, O strange ! to hear his tales. 

BANDY. 

Sound be his sleep, and fast his wak'ning be ; 
He's in a better case than thee or me : 
He was o'er good for us ; the gods hae ta'en 
Their ain but back — ^he was a borrowed len' : 
Let us be good, gin virtue be our drift, 
Then we may yet forgether 'boon the lift. 
But see the sheep are wysing to the cleugh ; 
Thomas has loos'd his ousen frae the pleugh ; 
Maggy by this has bewk the supper-scones ; 
And muckle kye stand rowting in the loans : 



* nie funooB Milton, tho author of the excellent poem on " Paradise Lost/' was 
htind. 
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Come, Richy, let hb truse and hame o*er bend, 
And make ilie best of what we canna mend. 



II. 
ROBERT, RICHY, AND SANDY : 

A PASTORAL ON THE DEATH OF MATTHEW PBIOR. 

1728. 

Robert the good, by a' the swainB rever'd. 

Wise are hia words, like siller is his beard ; 

Near saxty shining simmers he has seen, 

Tenting his hirsle on the moorland green ; 

Unshaken yet with mony a winter's wind, 

Stout are his limbs, and youthfu* is his mind. 

But now he droops, ane wad be wae to see 

Him sae cast down ; ye wadna trow 'tis he. 

By break of day he seeks the dowy glen 

That he may scowth to a' his mourning len ; 

Nane but the clinty craigs and scrogy briers 

Were witness of a* his granes and tears. 

Howder'd wi' hills a crystal bumie ran 

Where twa young shepherds fand the good auld man. 

Kind Richy Spec, a friend to a' distrest. 

And Sandy, wha of shepherds sings the^best, 

With friendly looks they speer'd wherefore he moum'd ? 

He rais'd his head, and sighing, thus returned : 

ROBERT. 

O Matt ! poor Matt ! — ^my lads, e*en take a skair 
Of a' my grief : — sweet-singing Matt's nae mair. 
Ah heavens ! did e'er this lyart head of mine 
Think to have seen the cauldrife mools on thine. 



J 
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ROBERT, RIGHT, AND 8AKDT. 
RIGHT. 

My heart miaga'e me when I came thk way, 
dog its lane sat yowling on a brae ; 
I cry'dy ''Isk! isk ! poor Ringwood, fairy man : 
He wagg'd hia tail, oour'd near, and lick'd my han' : 
I dapp'd hia head, which eas'd a wee his pain ; 
Bat Boon's I gade away, he yowl'd again. 
Poor kindly beast ! — Ah, sirs, how sic should be 
Mair tender-hearted mony a time than we ! 

SAin>Y. 

Lsst oak I dream'd my tap that bears the bell. 
And paths the snaw, oat o'er a high craig fell, ^ 
And brak his leg. — I started frae my bed, 
Awak'd, and lengh. — Ah ! now my dream its red. 
How dreigh's oar cares ! our joys how soon away, 
Like san-blinks on a cloudy winter's day ! 
Flow fast, ye tears, ye have free leave for me ; 
Dear sweet-tongu'd Matt ! thousands shall greet for thee. 

ROBERT. 

Thanks to my friends, for ilka briny tear, 
Te shed for him ; he to us a' was dear. 
Sandy, I'm eas'd to see thee look sae wan ; 
Richy, thy sighs bespeak the kindly man. 

RICHY. 

But twice the summer's sun has thaw'd the snaw, 
Since frae our heights Addie * was ta'en awa' : 
Fast Matt has foUow'd. — Of sic twa bereft. 
To smooth our sauls, alake ! wha have we left? 
Waes me ! o'er short a tack of sic is given. 
But wha may contradict the will of Heaven 1 

* Secretary Addison. 
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Yet mony a year he liv'd to hear the dale 

Sing o'er his sangs, and tell his merry tale. 

Last year I had a stately tall ash-tree, 

Braid were its branches, a sweet shade to me ; 

I thought it might have flourish*d on the brae, 

Tho' past its prime, yet twenty years or sae : 

But ae rough night the blatt'ring winds blew snell, 

Tom f rae its roots adown it souchan fell ; 

Twin'd of its nourishment it lifeless lay, 

Mixing its withered leaves amang the clay.^ — 

Sae flourish'd Matt ; but where's the tongue can tell 

How fair he grew ? how much lamented fell ? 

SANDY. 

How snackly cou*d he gi*e a fool reproof, 
E'en wi' a canty tale he'd tell aff loof ? 
How did he warning to the dosen'd sing, 
By auld Purganty, and the Dutchman's ring ? 
And Lucky's siller ladle shaws how aft 
Our greatest wishes are but vain and daft. 
The wad-be wits, he bad them a' but pap 
Their crazy heads into Tarn Tinman's shap. 
There they wad see a squirrel wi' his bells 
Ay wrestling up, yet rising like themsells. 
Thousands of things he wittily could say. 
With fancy Strang and saul as clear as day ; 
Smart were his tales, but where's the tongue can tell 
How blyth he was ? how much lamented fell ? 

EICHY. 

And as he blythsome was, sae was he wise, 
Our laird himsell wa'd aft take his advice. 
E'en cheek for chew he'd seat him 'mang them a', 
And tank his mind 'bout kittle points of law. 
When clan Red-yards, ♦ ye ken, wi' wicked feud. 



* Louis XIV., King ol France. 



ROBEBT, RIGHT, AND SANDY. 

Had ftkail'd of onrs^ but mair of his ain blood ; 

When I and mony mae that were right crouse. 

Wad fain about his lugs have burnt his house ; 

Tet Lady Anne, a woman meek and kind, 

A foe to weirs, and of a peacefu' mind, 

Sinc^ mony in the fray had got their dead, 

To make the peace our friend was sent wi* speed. 

The T6xy faes had for him just regard, 

Tho' sair he jib'd their formast singing bard."*^ 

Careful was Matt, but where's the tongue can tell 

How wise he was ? how much lamented fell ? 

SANDY. 

Wha cou'd like him, in a short sang, define 
The bonny lass and her young lover's pine ? 
m ne'er forget that ane he made on May, 
Wha brang the poor blate Symie to his clay ; 
To gratify the paughty wench's pride. 
The silly shepherd " bow'd, obey'd, and d/d." 
Sic constant lasses, as the Nit-brown Maid, 
Shall never want just praises duly paid ; 
Sic claim'd his sang, and still it was his care. 
With pleasing words to guide and reese the fair. 
How sweet his voice when beauty was in view ! 
Smooth ran his lines, ay grac'd wi' something new ; 
Nae word stood wrang ; but where's the tongue can tell 
How saft he sung ? how much lamented fell ? 

BICHY. 

And when he had a mind to be mair grave, 
A minister nae* better cou'd behave. 
Far out of sight of sic he aften flew. 
When he of haly wonders took a view. 



* BoHmux, whote ode on tho taking of Namur by the French in 1092, he bur- 
leaqued, on its being retaken by the English in 1695. 

B 



10 Ramsay's pobms. 

Well cou'd he praise the Power that made us a', 
And bids us in return but tent his law ; 
Wha guides us when we're waking or asleep, 
With thousand times mair care than we our sheep. 
While he of pleasure, power, and wisdom sang, 
My heart lap high^ my lugs wi' pleasure rang : 
These to repeat braid spoken I wad spill, 
Altho' I should employ my utmost skilL 
He tow'r'd aboon ; but ah ! what tongue can tell 
How high he flew 1 how much lamented fell ? 

ROBERT. 

My benison, dear lads, light on ye baith, 
Wha ha'e sae true a feeling of our skaith. 

Sandy ! draw his likeness in smooth Terse, 
As well ye can ; then shepherds shall rehearse 
His merit, while the sun metes out the day, 
While ewes shall bleat, and little lambkins mae. 

IVe been a fauter, now three days are past. 
While I for grief have hardly broke my fast. 
Come to my shiel, there let's forget our care, 

1 dinna want a routh of country fare ; 
Sic as it is, ye're welcome to a skair. 
Besides, my lads, I have a browst of tip. 
As good as ever wash'd a shepherd's lip ; 
Well take a scour o't to put aff our pain. 
For a' our tears and sighs are but in vain. 
Come, help me up ; yon sooty cloud shores rain. 



KXITHA. 11 



in. 



KKITHA : AN ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF MART, THE 

COUNTESS OF WIGTON. 

1721. 



Ckr ilka thing a gen'ral sadness hings : 

The bnrds wi' melancholy droop their wings ; 

My sheep and kye neglect to moup their food, 

And seem to think as in a dampish mood. 

Hark ! how the winds soouch moumfu' thro' the broom, f 

The Tery lift pats on a heavy gloom. 

My neighboar Colin, too, he bears a part, 

Hia face speaks oat the saimess of his heart. 

Tell, tell me, Colin, for my boding thoaght, 

A bang of fears into my breast has broaght. 

COLIN. 

Where hast thoa been, thou simpleton, wha speers 
The caase of a' oar sorrow and our tears ? 
Wha onconcem'd can hear the common skaith 
The warld receives by lovely Keitha*8 death ? 
The bonniest sample of what's good and kind. 
Fsir was her make, and heav*nly was her mind : 
Bat now this sweetest flower of a' our plain 
Leaves us to sigh ; tho* a' our sighs are vain, 
For never mair she'll grace the heartsome green ; 
Ay heartsome, when she deign'd there to be seen. 
Speak, flow'iy^ meadpws, where she us'd to wauk ; 
Spea t^ floc ks and bards, whaVo heard her sing or tauk ; 
Bid ever you sae meikle beauty bear 1 
Or ye so mony heav'nly accents hear ? 
Ye p^^nt^ ^"fg^^j y*^ minstrels of tho air, 
Lament, for lovely Keitha is nao mair. 
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KDXQAHf. 

Ye westlin winds, that gently ua'd to play 
On her white breast, and steal some sweets away, 
Whilst her delicious breath perfum'd your breeze, 
Which gratef u' Flora took to feed her bees ; 
Bear on your wings round earth her spotless fame, 
Worthy that noble race from whence she came."*^ 
Resounding braes, where'er she us'd to lean. 
And view the cr3rstal bum gjlide o'er the green, 
Return your echoes to our moumf u' sang, 
And let the streams in murmurs bear't alang. 
Ye unkend pow'rs wha water haunt or air. 
Lament, for lovely Keitha is nae mair. 

COLIN. 

Ah ! wha cou'd tell the beauties of her face ? 
Her mouth, that never op'd but wi' a grace ? 
Her een, which did with heav'niy sparkles low ? 
Her modest cheek, flushed with a rosy glow ? 
Her fair brent brow, smooth as th' unrunkled deep, 
When a' the winds are in their caves asleep 1 
Her presence like a simmer's morning ray 
laghten'd ova hearts, and gart ilk place look gay. 
Now twin'd of life, these charms look cauld and blae, 
And what before gave joy now makes us wae. 
Her goodness shin'd in ilka pious deed, — 
A subject, Ringan, for a lofty reed. 
A shepherd's sang maun sic high thoughts decline. 
Lest rustic notes should darken what's divine. 
Youth, beauty, graces, a' that's good and fair. 
Lament ! for lovely Keitha is nae mair ! 



* She was daughter io the late Earl Marshal, the third of that honourable rank of 
nobility. 
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How tenderly she smoothed our master's mind, 
When round his manly waist her arms she twin'd, 
And look'd a thousand saft things to his heart, 
While native sweetness sought nae help frae art. 
To him her merit still appeared mair bright, 
As, yielding, she own'd his superior right. 
Baith saft and sound he slept within her arms, 
Gay were his dreams, the influence of her charms. 
Soon as the morning dawn*d he'd draw the screen. 
And watch the op'ning of her fairer een, 
Whence sweetest rays gusht out in sic a thraug, 
Beyond expression in my rural sang. 

COLIN. 

O Clementina ! sprouting fair remains 
Of her wha was the glory of the plains ; 
Dear innocence, with infant darkness blest, 
Which hides the happiness that thou hast mist, 
May a' thy mither*s sweets thy portion be. 
And a' thy mither's graces shine in thee. 

RIKGAN. 

She loot us ne'er gae hungry to the hill, 
And a' she ga'e, she gaed it wi' good will. 
Fow mony, mony a ane will mind that day, 
On which frae us she's tane sae soon away. 
Baith hynds and herds whase cheeks bespake nae scant. 
And thro' the howms could whistle, sing, and rant. 
Will miss her sair till happily they find 
Anither in her place sae good and kind. 
The lasses wha did at her graces mint, 
Hae by her death their bonniest pattern tint. 
O ! ilka ane who did her bounty skair. 
Lament ! for gen'rous Keitha is nae mair ! 
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COLIN. 

O Ringan, Rmgan ! things gang sae unev'n, 
I canna well take up the will of Heav*n. 
Oar crosses teughly last us mony a year, 
But unco soon our blessings disappear. 

BINGAN. 

rU tell thee, Colin, my last Sunday's note : 
I tented well Mess Thomas* ilka jot. 
The powers aboon are cautious as they're just. 
And dinna like to gie o'er meikle trust 
To this unconstant earth, with what's divine. 
Lest in laigh damps they should their lustre tine. 
Sae, let's leave aff our murmuring and tears. 
And never value life by length of years ; 
But as we can in goodness it employ. 
Syne wha dies first, first gains eternal joy. 
Come, Colin, dight your cheeks and banish care, 
Our lady's happy, tho' with us nae mair. 



IV. 

AN ODE, WITH A PASTORAL RECITATIVE, 

ON THE MAHBIAGE OF JAMES EABL OF WEMTSS 
TO BOSS JANET CHARTEKIS. 

RECITATIVE. 

Last mom young Rosalind, with laughing een, 
Met with the singing shepherd on the green, 
Armyas height, wha us'd with tunef u' lay 
To please the ear when he began to play : 
Him with a smile the blooming lass addrest ; 
Her cheerfu' look her inward joy confest. 
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ROBALIKD. 

Dear sheplierd, now exert your wonted fire, 
111 tell you news that shall your thoughts inspire. 

ARMYAS. 

Out wi' them, bonny lass, and if they'll bear 
But ceremony, yon a sang shall hear. 

BOaALIND. 

Theyll bear, and do invite the blythest strains ; 
The beauteous Charterissa of these plains, 
StiU to them dear, wha late made us sae wae. 
When we heard tell she was far aff to gae. 
And leave our heartsome fields, her native land, 
Now's ta'en in time, and fix'd by Hymen's band. 

ABMYAS. 

To whom? — speak fast : — I hope ye dinna jeer. 

ROSALIND. 

No, no, my dear ; 'tis true as we stand here. 
The Thane of Fife, who lately wi' his flane, 
And vizy leel, made the blyth bowl his ain ; 
He, the delight of baith the sma' and great, 
Wha's bright beginning spae his sonsy fate. 
Has gain'd her heart ; and now their mutual flame 
Retains the fair, and a' her wealth, at hame. 

AHliTAS. 

Now, Rosalind, may never sorrow twine 
Sae near your heart as joys arise in mine. 
C!ome kiss me, lassie, and you's hear me sing 
A bridal sang that thro' the woods shall ring. 

ROSALIND. 

Ye're ay sae daft ; come, take it and ha'e done ; 
LfCt a' the lines be saft, and sweet the tune. 
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ABMYAS sings. 

Come, shepherds, a' your whistles join, 

And shaw your blythest faces. 
The nymph that we were like to tine. 

At hame her pleasure places. 
Lift up your notes both loud and gay, 

Tet sweet as Philomela's, 
And yearly solemnize the day 

When this good luck befel us. 

Hail to the Thane descended frae 

Macduff renown'd in story, 
Wha Albion frae tyrannic sway 

Restor'd to ancient glory. 
His early blossoms loud proclaim 

That frae this stem he rises, 
Whase merits give him right to fame, 

And to the highest prizes. 

£[is lovely countess sing, ye swains, 

Nae subject can be sweeter ; 
The best of blood flows in her veins, 

Which makes ilk grace completer. 
Bright are the beauties of her mind. 

Which frae her dawn of reason. 
With a' the rays of wit hath shin*d, 

Which virtue still did season. 

Straight as the plane, her features fair. 

And bonny to a wonder ; 
Were Jove rampaging in the air, 

Her smiles might stap his thunder. 
Rejoice in her, then, happy youth. 

Her innate worth's a treasure ; 
Her sweetness a' your cares will soothe 

And furnish endless pleasure. 
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Lang may ye Uto t' enjoy her charmB, 

And lang, lang may they blossom, 
Secozely screen'di within your arms, 

And lodged in your bosom. 
Thrice happy parents, justly may 

Tonr breasts with joy be fir'd, 
When you the darling pair survey, 

By a' the warld admir'd. 



V. 

A MASQUE* 



PS&FORMBD AT CXLBB&ATIKQ THE NUPTIALS OF JAMES 
DUKE OF HAMILTON AND LADT ANN COCHRAN. 

CALLIOPE 
{Playing upon a vMineeUoJ *ing$— 

Jot to the bridegroom, prince of Clyde, 
Lang may his bliss and greatness blossom ; 

Joy to his virtuous charming bride, 
Who gains this day his Grace's bosom. 



* An imknown ingonlous friend did me the honour of the following Introduction 
to the London edition of this " Masque ; " and being a poet, my yanlty will be 
pardoned for inserting it here. 

" The present poem being a roTlval of a good old form of poetry, in high repute 
with ua, it may not be amiss to say something of a dlTersion once so agreeable, 
and 90 long Interrupted or disused. The original of masques seems to be an 
imitation of the interludes of the ancients, presented on occasion of some ceremony 
pe/f ormed in a great and noble family. The actors in this kind of half-dramatio 
poetry, ha^e formerly been even kings, princes, and the first personages of the 
kingdom ; and in private families, the noblest and nearest branches. The machin- 
ery was of the greatest magnificence ; very showy, costly, and not uncommonly 
contrived by the aUest architects, as well as the best i>oets. Thus we see in Ben 
Jonson the name of Inigo Jones, and the same in Carew ; whether as the modeller 
only, or as poet in conjunction with them, seems to be doubtful, there being no- 
thing of our EngUsh Vitruvius loft (that I know of) which places him in the class 

C 
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Appear, great Genius of his line, 

And bear a part in the rejoicing ; 
Behold your ward, by pow'rs divine, 

Join'd with a mate of their ain choosing. 

Forsake a while the Cyprian scene, 

Fair queen of smiles and saf t embraces, 
And hither come, with a' your train 

Of beauties, loves, and sports, and graces. 

Come, Hymen, bless their nuptial vow. 

And them with mutual joys inspire : 
Descend, Minerva, for 'tis you 

With virtue beats the haly fire. 

(At the dose of this sang, enters the Qknius of the family, clad in a scarlet 
robe, with a duke's coronet on his head, a shield on his left arm, with 
the proper bearing of ELamilton.) 

GENIUS. 

Fair mistress of harmonious sounds, we hear 
Thy invitation, gratefu' to the ear 
Of a' the gods, who from th' Olympian height 
Bow down their heads, and in thy notes delight : 
Jove keeps this day in his imperial dome. 
And I to lead th' invited guests am come. 
(Enter Yenus attended by three Graces, with Minerva, and Htmen; all 

in their proper dresses.) 



of writers. TheHO shows we trace backwards as far as Henry VIII., from thenco 
to Queen Ellcabeth and her successor King James, who was both a groat oncouragor 
and admirer of them. The hut masque, and the best ever written, was that of 
Hilton, presented at Ludlow Castle, in the praise of which no words can be too 
many : and I remember to have heard the lato excellent Mr. Addison agree with 
me in that opinion. Coronations, princely nuptials, public feasts, the entertain- 
ment of foreign quality, were the usual occasions of this performance, and the 
best poet of the age was courted to be the author. Ha. Ramsay has made a noble 
and successful attempt to revive this Idnd of po^y, on a lato celebrated accoimt. 
And though he is often to be admired in all his writings, yet, I think, never more 
than in his present oomposition. A particular friend gave it a seeond edition in 
England ; which, I fancy, the public will agree that it deserved'." 
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CALLIOPE. 

Welcome, ye bright divinities that guard 
The brave and &ir, and f aithfn' love reward ; 
ATI hail ! immortal progeny of Jove, 
Who plaint, preserve, and prosper sacred love. 

GENIUS. 

Be still auspicious to th' united pair, 
And let their purest pleasures be your care : 
Tour stores of genial blessings here employ. 
To crown th' illustrious youth and fair ane's joy. 

VENUS. 

Ill breathe eternal sweets in ev'ry air; 
He shall look always great, she ever fair ; 
Kind rays shall mix the sparkles of his eye, 
Round her the loves in smiling crowds shall fly, 
And bear frae ilka glance, on downy wings, 
Into his ravish'd heart the saftest things. 
And soon as Hymen has performed his rites, 
111 ahower on them my hale Idalian sweets : 

They shall possess, 

In each caress. 

Delights shall tire 

The muse's fire, 
In highest numbers to express. 

HYMEN. 

Ill busk their bow'r, and lay them gently down. 
Syne ilka langing wUh with raptures crown ; 
The gloomy nights shall ne'er unwelcome prove. 
That leads them to the silent scenes of love. 
The sun at mom sliall dart his kindest rays, 
To cheer and animate each dear embrace. 
Fond of the fair, he f aids her in his arms ; 
She blushes secret, conscious of her charms. 
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Rejoice brave youth, 

In sic a f outh 
Of joys the gods for thee provide ; 

The rosy dawn^ 

The flow'ry lawn, 
That spring has dress'd in a' its pride, 

Olaim no regard, 

When they're compared 
With blooming beauties of thy bride. 

MINEBVA. 

Fairest of a' the goddesses, and thou 
That links the lovers to be ever true. 
The gods and mortals own your mighty power, . 
But 'tis not you can make their sweets secure ; 
That be my task, to make a friendship rise, 
Shall raise their loves aboon the vulgar size. 
Those near related to the brutal kind, 
Ken naething of the wedlock of the mind ; 
'Tis I can make a life a honey-moon. 
And mould a love shall last like that aboon. 
A' these sma' springs, whence cauld reserve and spleen 
Take their first rise, and, favour'd, flow mair keen, 
I shall discover in a proper view. 
To keep their joys unmix'd, and ever new. 

Nor jealoufify, nor envious mouth, 
Shall dare to blast their love ; 

But wisdom, constancy, and truth, 
Shall ev'ry bliss improve. 

OBNIUS. 

Thrice happy chief, so much the care 

Of a' the family of Jove, 
A thousand blessings wait the fair. 
Who is found worthy of his love. 
Lang may the fair attractions of her mind 
Make her still lovelier, him for ever kind. 
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MINERVA. 

The ancestors of mightiest chiefs and kings, 
Nae higher can derive than human springs ; 
Tet frae the common soil each wond'rous root. 
Aloft to heav'n their spreading branches shoot. 
Banld in my aid, these triomph'd over fate, 
Fam*d for unboonded thought, or stem debate ; 
Bom high upon an undertaking mind, 
Superior rise, and left the crowd behind. 



GENIUS. 

Frae these descending, laurell'd with renown, 
My charge thro* ages draws his lineage down. 
The paths of sic forbears lang may he trace. 
And she be mother to as fam'd a race. 

When blue diseases fill the drumly air, 
And red-het bowts thro' flaughts of lightning rair, 
Or mad'ning factions shake the sanguine sword, 
li^^th watchfu' eye 111 tent my darling lord 
And his lov'd mate ; tho' furies should break loose. 
Awake or sleeping, shall enjoy repose. 

FIBST GRACE. 

While gods keep halyday, and mortals smile, 
Let nature with delights adorn the isle. 
Be hush, bauld North, Favonius only blaw, 
And cease, bleak clouds, to shed, or wet, or snaw ; 
Shine bright thou radiant ruler of the year, 
And gar the spring with earlier pride appear. 

SECOND GRACE. 

Thy mouth, great queen of goddesses, make gay, 
Which gains new honours frae this marriage-day. 
On Glotta's banks, ye healthfu' hynds, resort, 
And with the landaxt lasses blythly sport. 
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THXBD ORACB. 

Wear your best faces and your Sunday's weeds. 
And rouse the dance with your maist tunefu* reeds; 
Let tunefu' voices join the rural sound, 
And wake responsive echo all around. 

FIRST GRACE. 

Sing your great master, Scotia's eldest son, 
And the lov'd angel that his heart has won : 
Come, sisters, let's frae art's hale stores collect 
Whatever can her native beauties deck, 
That in the day she may eclipse the light. 
And ding the constellations of the night. 

VENUS. 

Cease, busy maids, your artfu' buskings raise 
But small addition to her genuine rays ; 
Tho' ilka plain and ilka sea combine 
To make her with their richest product shine ; 
Her lip, her bosom, and her sparkling een. 
Excel the ruby, pearl, and diamond sheen. 
These lesser ornaments, illustrious bride, 
As bars to safter blessings, iiing aside : 
Steal frae them sweetly to your nuptial bed, 
As frae its body slides the sainted shade, 
Frae loath'd restraint to liberty above. 
Where all is harmony and all is love. 
Haste to these blessings, kiss the night away, 
And make it ten times pleasanter than day. 

HYMEN. 

The whisper and caress shall shorten hours. 
While, kindly as the beams on dewy flowers. 
Thy sun, like him who the fresh bev'rage sips. 
Shall feast upon the sweetness of thy lips. 
My haly hand maun chastely now unloose 
That zone which a' thy virgin charms inclose ; 
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That zone should be less gratefu' to the fair, 

Than easy bands of safter wedlock are ; 

That lang unbuckled grows a hatefu' thing ; 

The langer these are bound the mair of honour bring. 

MINEBYA. 

TeSy happy pair^ whatever the gods inspire, 
Pursue and gratify each just desire. 
Enjoy your passions, witii full transports mixt, 
But still observe the bounds by virtue fixt. 



Enter bacchus. 

WhBi brings Minerva here this rantin night ? 
She's good for naething but to preach or fight. 
Ts this a time for either ? — Swith, away, 
Or learn like us to be a thought mair gay. 

MIKEBVA. 

Peace, Theban roarer, while the milder powers 
Give entertainment, there's nae need of yours ; 
The pure reflection of our calmer joys 
Has mair of heaven than a' thy flashy noise. 

BACCHUS. 

Ye canna want it, faitnT'yoi* that appear 
Anes at a bridal but in twenty year ; 
A f erly 'tis your dortiship to see, 
But where was ere a wedding without me ? 
Blue een, remember, I'm baith hap and saul 
To Venus there ; but me, she'd starve o' caul. 

VENTJS. 

We awn the truth. Minerva, cease to chock 
Our jolly brother with your disrespect ; 
He*s never absent at the treats of Jove^ 
And should be present at this feast of love. 
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OSNIUS. 

Maist welcome, PowV that cheen the vital skreaiiiBi 
When Pallas gaards thee frae the wild extremes ; 
Thy rosy visage at these solemn rites, 
My generous charge with open smiling greets. 

BACCHUS. 

I'm nae great dab at speeches that maon dink. 
Bat there's my paw, I shall fon tightly drink 
A hearty health to thir same lovely twa, 
That are sae meikle daated by you a'. 
Then with my juice a reaming bicker crown ; 
I'll gi'e a toast, and see it fairly round. 

Enter oanymkdb 
[With a flaggon in one hand, and a glass in the other.] 

To you blyth beings, the benign director 
Of gods and men, to keep your sauls in tift, 

Has sent you here a present of his nectar, 
As good as e'er was brew'n aboon the lift. 

BAC0HT7S. 

Ha ! Grany, come, my dainty boy, 

Skink't up, and let us prieve ; 
Without it life wad be a toy : 

Here, gi'e me't in my nieve. 

[Takes the glass.] 

GU>od health to Hamilton, and his 

Lov'd mate !— O, father Jove ! we crave 
Thoult grant them a lang tack of bliss, 

And rowth of bonny bairns and brave. 
Pour on them, frae thy endless store, 

A' benisons that are divine, 
With as good will as I waught o'er 

This flowing glass of heav'nly wine. 

[Drinks, and causes all the company to drink round.] 
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Come, see't about ; and syne lei's all advance, 
Mortals and gods be pairs, and tak a dance. 
Minerva niim, for a* yonr mortal stoor, 
Te shall with billy Bacchus fit the floor ; 
Play up there, lassie, some bljrth Scotish tune, 
Syne a' be blyth, when wine and wit gae round. 

[Hie liealtli about, masio and dancing begin.— The danring over, before 
her Gxmee retires with the ladies to be nndrened, Oalliopk lingi the] 

BPITHALAMIUM. 

Bright is the low of lawfu' love, 

Which shining sauls impart. 
It to perfection mounts above, 
And glows about the heart. 
It is the flame gives lasting worth, 
To greatness, beauty, wealth, and birth. 
On you, illustrious youthfu' pair. 
Who are high heaven's delight and care, 
The bhssfu' beam darts warm and fair, 

And shall improve the rest 
Of a' these gifts baith great and rare 
Of which ye are possest. 
Bacchus, bear off your dinsome gang. 
Hark ! frae yon howms the rural thrapg 
Invite you now away ; 
While ilka hynd, 
And maiden kind, 
Dance in a ring, 
While shepherds sing 
In honour of the day. 

Chie drink and dance 
'Till mom advance, 
And set the twinkling fires ; 
While we prepare 
To lead the fair 
And brave to their desires. 
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Gae, Loves and Graces, take your place, 

Aronnd the nuptial bed abide ; 
Fair Venus heighten each embrace, 

And smoothly make their minutes slide. 
Gae, Hymen, put the couch in case ; 

Minerva, thither lead the Bride ; 
Neist, all attend his youthfu' Grace, 

And lay him sweetly by her side. 



VI. 

A PASTORAL BPITHALAMIUM 

UPON THS HAPPT MABRIAOE OF OSOBGE LORD RAMSAT ANU 

LADY JEAN MAULE. 

Hail to the brave apparent chief. 

Boast of the Ramsay's clanish name, 
Whase ancestors stood the relief 

Of Scotland, ages known to fame. 

Hail to the lovely she, whose charms. 

Complete in graces, meet his love ; 
Adom'd with all that greatness warms. 

And makes him grateful bow to Jove. 

Both from the line of patriots rise, 

Chiefis of Dalhousie and Panmure, 
Whose loyal fames shall stains despiiie. 

While ocean flows, and orbs endure. 

The Ramsays ! Caledonia's prop ; 

The Maules ! struck still her foes with dread ; 
Now join'd, we from the union hope 

A race of heroes shall succeed. 
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Jjet meaner sonLi traiuigresB the roles. 
That's fix'd by honour, love, and truth ; 

While little yiews proclaim them fools. 
Unworthy beauty, sense, and youth : 

Whilst you, blest pair, belov'd by all 

The powers above, and blest below. 
Shall have delights attend your call. 

And lasting pleasures on you flow. 

What fate has fix'd, and love has done. 

The guardians of mankind approve. 
Well may they finish what's begun. 

And from your joys all cares remove. 

We wish'd — when straight a heavenly voice 

Inspir'd — we heard the blue-ey*d maid 

Cry, " Who dare quarrel with the choice? 

^ The choice is mine, be mine their aid." 

Be thine their aid, O wisest power ! 

And soon again we hope to see 
Their plains return, splendid their tower, 

And blossom broad the Edgewell tree.'*' 

Whilst he with manly merits stor'd, 

Shall rise, the glory of his dan ; 
She for celestial sweets ador'd. 

Shall ever charm the gracef u' man. 

Soon may their royal bird t extend 

His sable plumes, and lordships claim, 
Which to his valiant sires pertain'd, 

Ere earls in Albion were a name. 

* 8eo note, voL L p. 239. 

t The spread eagle aablc, or a field argeut, iii the arms of the Earl of Dalhousic. 
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Ye parents of the happy pair, 
With gen'rouB smiles consenting, ovm 

That they deserve your kindest oare ; 
Thus, with the gods, their pleasure crown. 

Haste, eT*ry Grace, each Love, and Smile, 
From fragrant Cyprus spread the wing ; 

To deck their couch, exhaust your isle 
Of all the beauties of the spring. 

On them attend with homage due, 
In him are Mars and Phoebus seen ; 

And in the noble nymph you'll view 
The sage Minerva and your Queen. 



VII. 



BETTY AND KATE : 



A PASTORAL FAREWELL TO MR. AIRMAN, WHEN HE WEITT FOR LOKDON. 

BETTY. 

Dear Katie, Wflly's e'en away ! 

Willy, of herds the wale. 
To feed his flock, and make his hay 

Upon a distant dale. 
Far to the southward of this height 

Where now we dowie stray. 
Ay heartsome when he cheer'd our sight, 

And leugh with us a' day. 



KATE. 

Willy ! can dale dainties please 

Thee mair than moorland ream ? 

Does Isis flow with sweeter ease 

Than Fortha's gentle stream ? 
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Or takes thou raihar mair delyt 

In the strae-hatted maid. 
Than in the blooming red and whyt 

Of her that wean the plaid ? 

BBTTT. 

Na» Kate, for that we needna mourn, 

He is not giv'n to change ; 
But saols of sic a shining turn, 

For honour like to range. 
Our laird, and a' the gentry round, 

Wha mauna be said nay. 
Sic pleasure in his art have found, 

They winna let him stay. 
Blyth I have stood frae mom to een, 

To see how true and weel 
Ho could delyt us on the green 

With a piece cawk and keel ; 
On a slid stane, or smoother slate, 

He can the picture draw 
Of you or me, or sheep or gait, 

The likest e'er ye saw. 
Lass, think nae shame to ease your mind, 

I see ye 're like to greet ; 
Let gae these tears, 'tis justly kind. 

For shepherd sae complete. 

KATE. 

Far, far, o'er far frae Spey and Clyde, 

Stands that great town of Lud, 
To whilk our best lads rin and ride, 

That 's like to put us wood ; 
For sindle times they e'er come back, 

Wha anes are hef tit there ; 
^ure, Bess, their hills are nae sae black, 

Nor yet their howms sae bare. 
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BBTTT. 

Our rigs are rich, and green our heights , 

And well our cares reward ; 
But yield, nae doubt, far less delights, 

In absence of our laird. 
But we maun cawmly now submit, 

And our ill luck lament. 
And leaVt to his ain sense and wit. 

To find his heart's content. 
A thousand gates he had to win 

The love of auld and young, 
Did a' he did with little din. 

And in nae deed was dimg. 

KATB. 

William and Mary never fail*d 

To welcome with a smile, 
And hearten us, when aught we ail*d, 

Without designing guile. 
Lang may she happUy possess, 

Wha's in his breast infeft, 
And may their bonny bairns increase, 

And a' with rowth be left. 
O, William ! win your laurels fast. 

And syne we*ll a' be fain 
Soon as your wandering days are past, 

And you're returned again. 



BETTY. 

Revive her joys by your return, 

To whom you first gave pain ; 
Judge how her passions for you bum, 

By these you bear your ain. 
iSae may your kirn with fatness flow, 

And a' your kye be sleek. 
And may your hearts with gladness glow 

In finding what ye seek. 



GENTLE SHEPHERD: 

A PASTORAL COMEDY. 



1725. 



DEDICATION 



TO THE RIGHT HONOIJRABLE 



SUSANNA, COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN. 



MADAM, 

THE love of approbation, and a desire to please the best, haye ever 
encouraged the Poets to finish their designs with oheerfiUness. 
Baty conscious of their own inability to oppose a storm of spleen and 
batighty ill-nature, it is generally an ingenious custom among them to 
chooae some honourable shade. 

"WTierefore, I beg leave to put my Pastoral under your Ladyship's 
proiiection. If my Patroness says the shepherds speak as they ought, 
and that there are s^jveral natural flowers that beautify the rural wild, 
I aluaQ have good reason to think mjrself safe from the awkward censure 
of some pretending judges that condemn before examination. 

I am •ore of vast nimibers that will crowd into your Ladyship's 
opinion, and think it their honour to agree in their sentiments with the 
CcMDOiteM of Eglintoun, whose penetration, superior wit, and sound 
jndipment, shine with an uncommon lustre, while accompanied with the 
diriner charms of goodness and equality of mind. 

If it were not for offending only your Ladyship, here, Madam, I might 
give the fullest liberty to my Muse to delineate the finest of women by 
drawing your Ladyship's character, and be in no haizard of being deemed 
a flatterer,— since flattery lies not in paying what is due to merit, but in 
misplaced. 



Were I to begin with your Ladyship's honourable birth and alliance, 
tihe field is ample, and presents us with numberless great and goo<l 
patriots that have dignified the names of Kennedy and Montgomery. 
Be that the care of the herald and historian. It is personal merit, and 
the heavenly sweetness of the fair, that inspire the tuneful lays. Hero 
every Lesbia must be excepted whose tongues give liberty to the slaves 

E 
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which their eyes haye made captives. Such may be flattered, but your 
Ladyship justly claims our admiration and profoundest respect; for 
whilst you are possessed of eyery outward charm in the most perfect 
degree, the never-fading beauties of wisdom and piety which adorn your 
Ladyship's mind command devotion. 

''All this is very true," cries one of better sense than good-nature, 
'* but what occasion have you to tell us the sun shines, when we have the 
use of our eyes and feel his influence?*' Very true; but I have the 
liberty to use the poet's privilege, which is — " To speak what every body 
thinkst" Indeed, there might be some strength in the reflection, if the 
Idalian registers were of as short duration as life ; but the bard who 
fondly hopes for immortality has a certain praiseworthy pleasure in com- 
municating to posterity the fame of distinguished characters. I write 
this last sentence with a hand that trembles between hope and fear ; but 
if I shall prove so happy as to please your Ladyship in the following 
attempt, then all my doubts shall vanish like a morning vapour. I shall 
hope to be classed with Tasso and Quarini, and sing with Ovid — 

** If 'tis allow'd to poets to divine, 
One half of round eternity is mine." 

MADAM, 

Your Ladyship's 

Most obedient and most devoted servant, 

ALLAN RAMSAT. 
Edinbuboh, 25th June, 1725. 



vm. 
TO THE COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN, 

WITH THE FOLLOWING PASTOKAL.* 

« 

AoosFTy Eglinioun, the rural lays^ 
Thai, bound to thee, thy poet humbly pays. 
The muse that oft has raised her tuneful strains, 
A frequent guest on Scotia's blissful plains ; 
That oft has sung, her list*ning youth to move, 
The channs of beauty, and the force of love, 
Once more resumes the still successful lay, 
Delighted thro* the verdant meads to stray. 
O ! come, invok'd, and pleas'd, with her repair 
To breathe the balmy sweets of purer air ; 
In the cool evening negligently laid, 
Or near the stream, or in the rural shade. 
Propitious hear, and as thou hear'st, approve 
The " Gentle Shepherd's '' tender tale of love. 

Instructed from these scenes, what glowing fires 
Inflame the breast that real love inspires ! 

m 

The &ir shall read of ardours, sighs, and tears. 
All thi^ a lover hopes, and all he fears. 
Hence too, what passions in his bosom rise ! 
What dawning gladness sparkles in his eyes ! 
When first the fair one, piteous of his fate, 
Oor'd of her scorn, and vanquished of her hate, 
With willing mind is bounteous to relent. 
And, blushing beauteous, smiles the kind consent, 
liove's passion here in each extreme is shown. 
In Charlotte's smile, or in Maria's frown. 



* ThiB address was written by William Hamilton of Bangour, an elegant and 
adgtoBd poet, and a most accomplished and amiable man. 
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With words like these, that fail*d not to engage, 
Love courted beauty in a golden ag e ; 
Pure and untaught, such nature first inspired, 
Ere yet the fair affected phrase desir'd. 
His secret thoughts were undisguis*d with art, 
His words ne'er knew to differ from his heart ; 
He speaks his love so artless and sincere, 
As thy Eliza might be pleas'd to hear. 

Heaven only to the rural state bestows 
V Conquest o'er life, and freedom from its woes ; 

Secure alike from envy and from care. 
Nor rais'd by hope, nor yet depressed by fear ; 
Nor want's lean hand its happiness constrains, 
Nor riches torture with ill-gotten gains. 
No secret guilt its stedfast peace destroys, 
No wild ambition interrupts its joys ; 
Blest still to spend the hours that heav*n has lent, 
In humble goodness, and in calm content ; 
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll, 
Sinless and pure, in fair Humeia's soul. 

But now the rural state these joys has lost ; 
Even swains no more that innocence can boast. 
Love speaks' no more what beauty may believe. 
Prone to betray, and practis'd to deceive. 
Now happiness forsakes her blest retreat. 
The peaceful dwellings where she fix'd her seat ; 
The pleasing fields she wont of old to grace. 
Companion to an upright sober race. 
When on the sunny hill or verdant plain. 
Free and familiar with the sons of men. 
To crown the pleasures of the blameless feast. 
She uninvited came a welcome guest ; 
Ere yet an age, grown rich in impious arts, 
Brib'd from their innocence incautious hearts. 
Then grudging hate, and sinful pride succeed, 
Cruel revenge, and false unrighteous deed. 
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Then dow'rless beauty lost the power to moTe, 
The nut of lucre stain'd the gold of love ; 
Bounteous no more and hospitably good. 
The genial hearth first blush'd with strangers' blood. 
The friend no more upon the friend relies, 
And semblant falsehood puts on truth's disguise ; 
The peaceful household filled with dire alarms ; 
The rayish'd yirgin mourns her slighted charms ; 
The voice of impious mirth is heard around^ 
In guilt they feast, in guilt the bowl is crown*d ; 
Unpunish*d violence lords it o'er the plains, 
And happiness forsakes the guilty swains. 

O Happiness ! from human race retired, 
Where art thou to be found, by all desir'd ? 
Kun, sober and devout ! why art thou fled, 
To hide in shades thy meek contented head ? 
Virgin of aspect mild ! ah why, unkind, 
Fly'st thou, displeas'd, the commerce of mankind ? 
O I teach our steps to find the secret cell, 
Where, with thy sire Content, thou lov'st to dwell. 
Or say, dost thou, a duteous handmaid, wait 
Familiar at the chambers of the great ? 
Dost thou pursue the voice of them that call 
To noisy revel and to midnight ball ? 
Or the full banquet, when we feast our soul, 
Dost thou inspire the mirth, or mix the bowl ? 
Or, with th* industrious planter dost thou talk, 
Conversing freely in an evening walk ? 
Say, does the miser e'er thy face behold. 
Watchful and studious of the treasured ^old ] 
Seeks knowledge not in vain thy much lov*d pow'r, 
Still musing silent at the morning hour 1 
May we thy presence hope in war's alarms, 
In Stair's wisdom, or in Erskine's charms ? 

In vain our flatt'ring hopes our steps beguile. 
The flying good eludes the searcher's toil ; 
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In vain we seek the city or the cell^ 
Alone with Virtue knows the power to dwell ; 
Nor need mankind despair those joys to know. 
The gift themselves may on themselves bestow. 
Soon, soon we might the precious blessing boast. 
But many passions must the blessing cost. 
Infernal malice, inly pining hate, 
And envy grieving at another's state ; 
Kevenge no more must in our hearts remain, 
Or burning lust, or avarice of gain. 
When these are in the human bosom nurst. 
Can peace reside in dwellings so accurst ? 
Unlike, O Eglintoun ! thy happy breast. 
Calm and serene enjoys the heavenly guest ; 
From the tumultuous rule of passions freed. 
Pure in thy thought, and spotless in thy deed. 
In virtues rich, in goodness unconfin'd. 
Thou shin'st a fair example to thy kind ; 
Sincere and equal to thy neighbour's name, 
How swift to praise ! how guiltless to defame ! 
Bold in thy presence bashfulness appears, 
And backward merit loses all its fears. 
Supremely blest by heav'n, heav'n's richest grace 
Confest is thine, an early blooming race. 
Whose pleasing smiles shall guardian wisdom arm. 
Divine instruction ! taught of thee to charm. 
What transports shall they to thy soul impart, 
(The conscious transports of a parent's heart,) 
When thou behold'st them of each grace possest. 
And sighing youths imploring to be blest : 
After thy image f orm'd, with charms like thine, 
Or in the visit or the dance to shine ! 
Thrice happy who succeed their mother's praise, 
The lovely Eglintouns of other days. 

Meanwhile, peruse the following tender scenes. 
And listen to thy native poet's strains. 
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In ancient garb the home-bred muse appears. 

The garb our muses wore in former years. 

As in a glass reflected, here behold 

How fftniliTig goodness look*d in days of old : 

Nor blush to read where beauty's praise is shewD, 

Or Tirtuous love, the likeness of thy own ; 

While 'midst the various gifts that gracious heaven 

To thee, in whom it is well pleas'd, has given, 

Ij0t this, O Eglintoun ! delight thee most, 

T* enjoy that innocence the world has lost. — 

W. H. 



IX. 

TO JOSIAH BURCHET, SECRETARY OF THE ADMIRALTY. 

WITH THB FIBST SCENE OF ''THE GENTLE SHEPHERD."* 

The nipping frosts and driving sna 

Are o'er the hills and far awa ; 

Bauld Boreas sleeps, the Zephyrs blaw, 

And ilka thing 
Sae dainty, youthfu', gay, and bra*. 

Invites to sing. 

Then let's begin by creek of day, 
Kind muse skiff to the bent away. 
To try anes mair the landart lay. 

With a* thy speed, 
Since Burchet awns that thou can play 

Upon the reed. 



« Tlie eclogue, intitled "Fatie and Roger/' which now forma the first scene of 
tbm ** Gentle Shepherd/' was published several years before the author composed 
^Ko pastoral comedy of that name. It was from observing the talents displayed in 
eclogue, and a sequel to it, intitled "Jenny and Meggy/' likewise separately 
I, tiiat hia friends adviaed him to attempt a complete drama in the 
style. 



Anea, anea again beneatb aome tr«e, 
Exert thy ekUl and Dat'ral glee, 
Tu him wha has sae courteously, 

To weaker tight, 
Set these rude BonuetB* sung bj ma 

In truest light. 

In truest light may a' that's fine 
In his fair chsrscter still shine, 
Sma' need he hss of sangs like mine 

To beet his luune ; 
For frae the north to soathem line 

Wide gangs his fame. 

His fame, which ever shall abide 
Whilst hiat'ries tell of tyr.inta' pride, 
Whs vwnly strave upon the tide 

T' invade these lands. 
Where Britain's royal fleet doth ride. 

Which still commands 

These doughty actions froe his pen ; t 
Out age, and tliese to come, shall ken. 
Bow stubborn navies did contend 

Upon the waves, 
Bow free-bom Britons fought like men, 

Their faes like slaves. 

Sae far inscribing, Sir, to you 
This country sang, my fancy flew. 
Keen your just merit to pursue I 

But all ! I fear, 
In giving pnusos that are duo, 

I grate your ear. 



- liATtng dDDO ms ths hanaii 
Engllab, Jiuti; and elogsntl]-. 
t Hl« «lmble K»™l Hlfrtorj. 
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Tet, tent a poet's zealous prayer : 
May powers aboon with kindly care 
Grant you a lang and mr.ckle skair 

Of a' that's good. 
Till tmto langest life and mair 

Ton 'ye healthfu' stood. 



May never care your blessings sour. 

And may the muses, ilka hour, 

Improre your mind, and haunt your bow'r ! 

Fm but a callan ; 
Yety may I please you, while I'm your 
Deyoted Allan. 



THE PERSONS. 

Sib William Wobtht. 

Path, the Gentle Shepherd, in love with Peggy. 

BooEB, a rich young Shepherd, in lore with Jenny. 

Stmon, 



■•} 



two old Shepherds, tenant! to Sir William. 
Olaud, ' 

Bauldt, a hynd, engaged with Neps. 



Pbogt, thought to be Gland's niece. 

Jknnt, Gland's only daughter. 

Mausb, an old woman supposed to be a witch. 

Blsfa, Symon's wife. 

Madob, Gland's sister. 

SoBNB— A shepherd's village and fields some few miles from Edinburgh. 
TiMB OF AonOM— Within twenty-four hours. 

First Act begins at eight in the morning. 
Second Act begins at eleven in the forenoon. 
Third Act begins at four in the afternoon. 
Fourth Act begins at nine o'clock at ni^t. 
Fifth Act begins by day-light next morning. 



X. 

THE GENTLE SHEPHERD, 



ACT I. 
80SNS I. 



FBOLOOUl TO THB Mliri. 

Beneath the toaih nde of % enigj Ueldf 
"Wliflre cryiiiJ ipziiigi the hileeome mAen jrieU, 
Twm yoathfa* thephezda on the gowani lay, 
Tenting their flooki ae honny mora of May. 
Poor Boger granes, tOl hollow eohoei ring ; 
Bat blyther Fatie likea to laugh and ring. 

PATIE and ROCfER, 

SANG I. 

TuHB— " The wankiiig of the fatddi." 

PATIS. 

Mt Peggy is a young thing. 
Just enter'd in her teens. 
Fair as the day, and sweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing. 

And I'm not very anld, 
Tet well I like to meet her at 
The wanking of the faold. 

My Peggy speaks sae sweetly, 
Whene'er we meet alane, 
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I wiflh nae mair to lay my care, 
I wish nae mair of a' that's rare. 
My Peggy speaks sae sweetly, 

To all the lave I'm cauld ; 
But she gars a' my spirits glow 
At wauking of Hie fauld. 

My Peggy smiles sae kindly 

Whene'er I whisper love, 

That I look down on a' the town, 

That I look down upon a crown. 

My Peggy smiles sae kindly, 

It makes me blyth and bauld ; 
And naething gi'es me sic delight 
As wauking of the fauld. 

My Peggy sings sae saf tly 
When on my pipe I play, 
By a' the rest it is conf est. 
By a' the rest that she sings best. 
My Peggy sings sae saf tly, 

And in her sangs are tald, 
With innocence the wale of sense. 
At wauking of the fauld. 

PATIE. 

This sunny morning, Roger, cheers my blood, 
And puts all nature in a jovial mood. 
How heartsome is 't to see the rising plants. 
To hear the birds chirm o'er their pleasing rants ! 
How halesome is 't to snuff the cauler air. 
And all the sweets it bears, when void of care ! 
' What ails thee, Roger, then ? what gars thee grane Y 
Tell me the cause of thy ill-season'd pain. 

ROGER. 

I'm bom, O Patie ! to a thrawart fate ; 
I'm bom to strive with hardships sad and great : 
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Tempest may oease to jaw the rowan flood, 
Corbies and toda to grein for lambkina' blood ; 
Bat I9 oppreat with never-ending giief , 
Hann ay despair of lighting on relief. 

PATIB. 

The beea shall loath the flow'r, and quit the hive, 
The saa^is on boggie ground shall cease to thrive, 
Ere soomfu' queans, or loss of warldly gear. 
Shall spill my rest, or ever force a tear. 

BOOXB. 

Sae might I say ; but it 's no easy done 
By ane #hase saul's sae sadly out of tune. 
Te have sae saft a voice, and slid a tongue, 
Ton are the darling baith of auld and young. 
If I but ettle at a sang, or speak. 
They dit their lugs, syne up their leglens oleek, 
And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, 
While I 'm confua'd with mony a vexing thought : 
Tet I am tall and as well built as thee, 
Kor mair unlikely to a lass's ee. 
For flka sheep ye have 111 number ten. 
And should, as ane may think, come farer ben. 

PATIB. 

But ablins, neibour, ye have not a heart. 
And downa eithly wi' your cunzie part ; 
If that be true, what signifies your gear 1 
A mind that 's scrimpit never wants some care. 

BOOBB. 

My byre tumbled, nine braw nowt were smoor'd, 
Three df-shot were, yet I these ills endur'd : 
In winter last my cares were very sma*, 
Tho* scores of wethers perish'd in the snaw. 
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Were your bien roomB as thinly atook'd u mine, 
Lesa ye wad loss and less ye wad repine. 
He that has jnst enongh can soundly sleep ; 
The o'ercome only fashes fowk to keep. 

BOOBB. 

May plenty flow upon thee for a cross, 
That thou may'st thole the pangs of mony a loss : 

may'st thou doat on some fair panghty wench 
That ne'er wiU lout thy lowan drowth to quench. 
'Till bris'd beneath the burden, thou cry dool ! 
And awn that ane may fret that is nae fooL 

PAHE. 

Sax good fat lambs, I sauld them ilka dute 
At the West Port, and bought a winsome flute, 
Of plum-tree made, with iy'ry virles round ; 
A dainty whistle, with a pleasant sound : 
1 11 be mair canty wi* 't, and ne'er cry dool, 
Than you with all your cash, ye dowie fool ! 

BOOBB. 

Na, Patie, na ! I'm nae sic churlish beast. 
Some other thing lies heavier at my breast : 

1 dream'd a dreary dream this hinder night, 
That gars my flesh a' creep yet with the fright. 

PATIE. 

Now, to a friend, how silly 's this pretence. 
To ane wha you and a' your secrets kens : 
Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide 
Your weU-seen love and dorty Jenny's pride. 
Take courage, Roger, me your sorrows teU, 
And safely think nane kens them but yoursell. 
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B06ER. 



Indeed now^ Patie, ye have gaess'd ower true ; 
And there ia pft^^i^ing 111 keep up £rae you. 
Me dorty Jenny looks upon asquint ; 
To apeak but till her I dare hardly mint. 
In ilka place she jeers me air and late, 
And gars me look bombaz*d and unco blate. 
Bat yesterday I met her yont a knowe, 
She fled as frae a shelly-coated cow. 
She Bauldy loes, Bauldy that driyes the car, 
But geeks at me, and says I smell of tar. 



TATIR, 

But Bauldy lo'es not her ; right well I wat, 
He sighs for Neps : sae that may stand for that. 

BOOAU 

I wish I cou'dna lo'e her ; — ^but in vain, 
I atill maun doat, and thole her proud disdain. 
My Bawty is a cur I dearly like, 
Till he yowl'd sair she strak the poor dumb tyke ; 
If I had fill'd a nook within her breast. 
She wad have shewn mair kindness to my beast. 
When I b^;in to tune my stock and horn. 
With a' her face she shaws a caiddrife scorn. 
Last night I played ; ye never heard sic spite ; 
'' O'er Bogie " was the spring, and her delight : 
Tet, tauntingly, she at her cousin speer'd 
Gif she could tell what tune I play'd, and sneered. 
Flocks, wander where ye Hke, I dinna care, 
m break my reed, and never whistle mair. 

PATIE. 

B'en do sae, Roger, wha can help misluck ? 
Saebeins she be sic a thrawn-gabbii chuck, 



(( 
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Yonder'B a craig, since ye have tint all hope, 
Gae till't your ways, and take the lover's lowp. 

BOOBB. 

I needna mak sic speed my blood to spill, 
111 warrant death come soon enough a-wilL 

PATIB. 

Daft gowk ! leave aff that silly whingin way ; 
Seem careless, there's my hand ye'U win the day. 
Hear how I serv'd my lass I love as well 
As ye do Jenny, and with heart as leeL 
Last morning, I was gay and early out. 
Upon a dyke I lean'd, glow'ring about, 
I saw my Meg come linkan o'er the lee, — 
I saw my Meg, but Meggy saw na me ; 
For yet the sun was wading thro' the mist, 
And she was close upon me e'er she wist. ' 
Her coats were kiltet, and did sweetly shaw 
Her straight bare legs that whiter were than snaw ; 
Her cockemony snooded up fou sleek. 
Her haffet locks hung waving on her cheek ; 
Her cheeks sae ruddy, and her een sae clear ; 
And O ! her mouth's like ony hinny pear. 
Neat, neat she was, in bustine waistcoat clean. 
As she came skiffing o'er the dewy green, — 
Blythsome I cry'd, '* My bonny Meg, come here, 
I f erly wherefore ye're so soon asteer 1 
But I can guess, ye're gawn to gather dew." 
She scour'd away, and said — *' What's that to you ? " 
Then, fare ye weU, Meg-Dorts, and e'en 's ye like," 
I careless cry'd, and lap in o'er the dyke. 
I trow, when that she saw, within a crack. 
She came with a right thieveless errand back ; 
Misca'd me first, — then bade me hound my dog, 
To wear up three wafi* ewes stray'd on the bog. 
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I leugh^ and sae did she ; then wi' great haste 
I clasp'd my arms about her neck and waist ; 
About her yielding waist, and took a fouth 
Of sweetest kisses f rae her glowing mouth. 
"While hard and fast I held her in my grips, 
My Teiy sanl came lowping to my lips. 
Sair, sair she flet wi' me 'tween ilka smack, 
Bat weel I kent she meant nae as she spak. 
Dear Koger, when your jo puts on her gloom, 
Do ye sae too, and never fash your thumb : 
Seem to forsake her, soon she'll change her mood ; 
Grae woo anither, and she'll gang clean wood. 



SANG II. 
TUHB— " Pye, gsr rub her o'er wi* itrae. 



»» 



Dear Roger, if your Jenny geek, 

And answer kindness with a sUght, 
Seem unconcem'd at her neglect, 

For women in a man delight. 
But them despise who 're soon defeat, 

And, with a simple face, give way 
To a repulse, — ^then be not blate. 

Push bauldly on, and win the day. 

When maidens, innocently young, 

Say often what they never mean, 
Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue, 

But tent the language of their een. 
If these agree, and she persist 

To answer all your love with hate. 
Seek elsewhere to be better blest. 

And let her sigh when 'tis too late. 

• 

ROOBR. 

Kind Patie, now fair fa your honest heai*t, 
Ye*re aye sae cadgy, and have sic an art 

o 
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To hearten ane ; for now, as clean's a leek, 

Te'ye cherish'd me since ye began to speak. 

Sae, for your pains, I'll mak ye a propine 

My mother (rest her saul !), she made it fine ; 

A tartan plaid, spun of good hawslock woo. 

Scarlet and green the sets, the borders blue. 

With spraings like gowd and siller, oross'd with blaok ; 

I never had it yet upon my back. 

Weel are ye wordy o't, wha have sae kind 

Redd up my ravel'd doubts, and dear'd my mind. 

PATIE. 

Well, haud ye there ; and since ye Ve frankly made 
To me a present of your braw new plaid, 
My flute 's be yours, and she too that's sae nice. 
Shall come a-wiU, gif ye'll tak my advice. 

ROGER. 

As ye advise. 111 promise to observ't ; 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye best deserv't 
Now tak it out and gie's a bonny spring, 
For I'm in tift to hear you play and sing. 

PATIE. 

But first we'll take a turn up to the height. 
And see gif all our flocks be feeding right ; 
Be that time, bannocks and a shave of cheese 
Will make a breakfast that a laird might please, — 
Might please the daintiest gabs, were they sae wise 
To season meat with health, instead of spice. 
When we have tane the grace drink at this well, 
I'll whistle syne, and sing t' ye like mysell. 

[Exeunt 
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SCENE II. 



PBOLOOUE. 



A flowris howm between twa verdant braei, 
Where Inmot ue to wash and spread their daiths ; 
A trotting bumie wimpling through the ground, 
Ita channel peebles, shining, smooth and round. 
Here view twa barefoot beauties, clean and dear, — 
first please your eye, then gratify your ear ; 
While Jenny what she wishes discommends, 
And Meg, with better sense, true love defends. 



PEOQY and JENNY, 

Come^ Meg, let's fa to wark upon this green, 
TUs ffhiniTig day will bleach our linen clean ; 
The water's clear, the lift unclouded blue, 
Will mak them like a lily wet with dew. 

PBOOT. 

Gkie farer up the bum to Babble's How, 
Where a' that's sweet in spring and simmer grow ; 
Between twa birks out o'er a little Jin 
The water fa's, and makes a singan^din ; 
A pool breast-deep, beneath, as clear as glass, 
Kisses with easy whirles the bord'ring grass. 
We 11 end our washing while the morning's cool, 
And when the day grows het we'll to the pool, 
There wash oursel'a^ 'tis healthfu' now in May, 
And sweetly cauler on sae warm a day. 

JENNY. 

Daft lassie, when we 're naked, what '11 ye say 
GUfif our twa herds come brattling down the brae, 
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And Bee ufl sae ? — that jeering fellow, Pate, 

Wad taunting say, '* Haith, lasses, ye 're no blate." 

PEQOT. 

We 're far frae ony road, and ont of sight. 
The lads they 're feeding far beyont the height ; 
But tell me now, dear Jenny (we're our lane). 
What gars ye plague your wooer with disdain 1 
The neighbours a' tent this as well as I, 
That Roger lo'es ye, yet ye care na by. 
What ails ye at him ? Troth, between us twa, 
He 's wordy you the best day e'er ye saw. 

jBirar. 

I dinna like him, Peggy, there 's an end ; 
A herd mair sheepish yet I never kend. 
He kames his hair, indeed, and gaes right snug, 
With ribbon-knots at his blue bonnet lug ; 
Whilk pensylie he wears a thought a-jee. 
And spreads his garters dic'd beneath his knee. 
He falds his owrelay down his breast with care. 
And few gang trigger to the kirk or fair. 
For a' that, he can neither sing nor say, 
Except, "How d' ye ?" or, " There's a bonny day." 

PEGGY. 

Ye dash the lad with constant slighting pride. 
Hatred for love is unco sair to bide ; 
But ye'll repent ye, if his love grow cauld — 
Wha likes a dorty maiden when she 's auld ? 
like dawted wean that tarrows at its Aeat, 
That for some feckless whim will orp and greet ; 
The lave laugh at it till the dinner's past. 
And syne the fool-thing is obliged to fast. 
Or scart anither's leavings at the last. 
Fy, Jenny, think, and dinna sit your time. 
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SANG III. 

Tuin— " Polwart on the green. 



♦» 



The dorty will repent 
If lover's heart grows cauld, 

And nane her smiles will tent 
Soon as her face looks auld. 

The 4&wted bairn thus takes the pet, 
Nor eats tho' hanger Grave, 

Whimpers and tarrows at its meat, 
And 's langht at by the lave. 

They jest it till the dinner's past, 

Thus by itself abns'd. 
The fool-thing is oblig'd to fast. 

Or eat what they've refus'd. 

jBNinr. 
I never thought a single life a crune. 

PEGGY. 

Nor I ; but love in whispers lets us ken 
That men were made for us, and we for men. 

If Roger is my jo, he kens himsell. 
For sic a tale I never heard him tell. 
He glowrs and sighs, and I can guess the cause ; 
But wha's oblig'd to spell his hums and haws 7 
Whene'er he likes to tell his mind mair plain, 
Fse tell him frankly ne'er to do't again. 
They're fools that slavTy like, and may be free, 
The chiels may a' knit up themselves for me. 

PEGGY. 

Be doing your ways ; for me, I have a mind 
To be as yielding as my Patie's kind. 
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JENNY. 

Heh ! lasB, how can ye loe that rattle-skull ? 
A very deil, that ay maun have his will. 
We soon will hear what a poor fechtan life 
Tou twa will lead, sae soon's ye*re man and wife. 

PBGOY. 

I'll rin the risk ; nor have I ony fear, 
But rather think ilk langsome day a year, 
'Till I with pleasure mount my bridal-bed, 
Where op my Patie's breast I'll lay my head. 
There he may kiss as lang as kissing's good, 
And what we do there's nane dare call it rude. 
He's get his will ; why no ? 'tis good my part 
To give him that, and he'll give me his heart. 

JENNY. 

He may, indeed, for ten or fifteen days 
Mak meikle o' yc, with an unco fraise, 
And daut ye baith afore fowk and your lane ; 
But soon as your newfangleness is gane, 
He'll look upon you as his tether-stake, 
And think he's tint his freedom for your sake. 
Instead, then, of lang days of sweet delight, 
Ae day be dumb, and a' the neist he'll flyte ; 
And may be, in his barlickhoods, ne'er stick 
To lend his loving wife a loimdering lick. 

SANG IV. 

Tune—" O dear mother, what shall I do ?" 

O dear Peggy, love's beguiling, 
We ought not to trust his smiling ; 
Better far to do as I do, 
Lest a harder luck betide you. 
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LaaseSy when their fancy's carried, 
Think of nought but to be marry'd ; 
Rtuming to a life destroys 
Heartsome, free, and yonthfu' joys. 

PEQ«Y. 

Sic coarse-spim thoughts as that want pith to move 
My settl'd mind ; I'm o'er far gane in love. 
X^ktie to me is dearer than my breath ; 
'But want of him I dread nae other skaith. 
There's nane of a' the herds that tread the green 
Has sic a smile, or sic twa glancing een. 
And then he speaks with sic a taking art, 
His words they thirle like music thro' my heart. 
How blythly can he sport and gently rave, 
And jest at little fears that fright the lave ! 
Hk day that he's alane upon the hill. 
He reads fell books that teach him meikle skill ; 
He is — but what need I say that or this, 
I'd spend a month to tell you what he is ! 
In a' he says or does there's sic a gate. 
The rest seem coofs, compar'd with my dear Pate ; 
His better sense will lang his love secure, 
Hi-nature hefts in sauls that's weak and poor. 

SANG V. 
Tune — " How can I be sad on my wedding-day V 

How shall I be sad when a husband I hae 
That has better sense than ony of thae, 
Sour, weak, silly fellows, that study like fools, 
To sink their ain joy, and make their wives snools. 
The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife, 
Or with dull reproaches encourages strife ; 
He praises her virtue, and ne'er will abuse 
Her for a small failing, but find an excuse. 
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JBNNY. 

Hey, '^ Bonny laas of Branksome !" or 't be lang, 
Your witty Pate will put you in a sang. 
O 'tis a pleasant thing to be a bride ! 
Syne whinging gets about your ingle-side, 
Yelping for this or that with f asheous din, 
To mak' them brats then ye maun toil and spin. 
Ae wean fa's sick, an scads itself wi' brae, 
Ane breaks his shin, anither tines his shoe ; 
The '* Deil gaes o'er John Wabster," hame grows hell. 
When Pate misca's ye waur than tongue can telL 

PEOOT. 

Yes, it's a heartsome thing to be a wife. 
When round the ingle>edge young sprouts are rife. 
Gif I'm sae happy, I shall have delight 
To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. 
Wow, Jenny! can there greater pleasure be, 
Than see sic we tots toolying at your knee ; 
When a' they ettle at, their greatest wish, , 
Is to be made of, and obtain a kiss 7 
Can there be toil in tenting day and night 
The like of them, when love makes care delight ? 

JENNY. 

But poortith, Peggy, ia the warst of a*, 
Gif o'er your heads ill chance should beggary draw ; 
There little love or canty cheer can come 
Frae duddy doublets and a pantry toom. 
Your nowt may die ; the spate may bear away 
Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay ; 
The thick-blawn wreaths of snaw, or blashy thows, 
May smoor your wethers and may rot your ewes : 
A dyvour buys your butter, woo, and cheese. 
But or the day of payment breaks and flees ; 
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With glooman brow the laird seeks in his rent, — 
Tia no to gie ; year merchant's to the bent : 
His honour mannna want, he poinds your gear ; 
Syne driven frae house and hald, where will ye steer 1 
I>ear Meg, be wise, and lead a single life ; 
Troth, it's nae mows to be a married wife. 

PBOOY. 

May sic ill luck befa' that silly she 
Wha has sic fears, for that was never me. 
Let fowk bode weel, and strive to do their best ; 
Nae mair's requir'd — let heaven make out the rest. 
I've heard my honest uncle aften say 
That lads should a' for wives that's virtuous pray ; 
For the maist thrifty man could never get 
A well-stor'd room, unless his wife wad let. 
Wherefore nocht shall be wanting on my part 
To gather wealth to raise my shepherd's heart. 
Whatever he wins I'll guide with canny care, 
And win the vogue at market, tron, or fair, 
For halesome, clean, cheap and sufficient ware. 
A flock of lambs, cheese, butter, and some woo, 
Shall first be said to pay the laird his due ; 
Syne a' behind's our ain. Thus without fear. 
With love and rowth we thro* the warld will steer ; 
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 
He'U bless the day he gat me for his wife. 

JENNY. 

But what if some young giglit on the green, 
With dimpled cheeks and twa bewitching een. 
Should gar your Patie think his half-worn Meg 
And her ken'd kisses, hardly worth a feg ? 

PEGGY. 

Nae mair of that. Dear Jenny, to bo free, 
There's some men constanter iu love than we. 

II 
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Nor U the ferly great, when nature kind 
Has blest them with solidity of mind ; 
They'll reason calmly and with kindness smile. 
When our short passions wad our peace beguile. 
Sae, whensoe'er they slight their maiks at hame, 
Tis ten to ane their wives are maist to blame. 
Then 1*11 employ with pleasure a' my art 
To keep him cheerf u', and secure his heart. 
At e'en, when he comes weary frae the hill, 
I'll have a' things made ready to his will ; 
In winter, when he toils thro' wind and rain, 
A bleezing-dngle and a clean hearth-stane ; 
And soon as he flings by his plaid and staff, . 
The seething pat's be ready to take aff ; j 

Clean hag-abag I'll spread upon his board. 
And serve him with the best we can afford ; 
Good-humour and white bigonets shall be ^ 
Guards to my face, to keep his love for me. 

JENNY. 

A dish of married love right soon grows canld, 
And dosens down to nane, as fowk grow auld. 

PEGGY. 

But we'll grow auld together, and ne'er find 
The loss of youth, when love grows on the mind. 
Bairns and their bairns make sure a firmer tie 
Than aught in love the like of us can spy. 
See yon twa elms that grow up side by side : 
Suppose them some years syne bridegroom and bride ; 
Nearer and nearer ilka year they've prest. 
Till wide their spreading branches are increased, 
And in their mixture now are fully blest: 
This shields the other frae the eastlin blast, 
That in return defends it frae the wast. 
Sic as stand single (a state sae lik'd by you), 
Beneath ilk storm frae every airt maun bow^. 
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JZKSY. 

I've done. I yield, dear lassie, I maun jrield ; 
Tour better sense has fairly won the field. 
With the aasifltance of a little fae 
lies dem'd within my breast this mony a day. 



SULNG VI. 
TCXB— " Nancy'i to the greenwood gane.** 

I yield, dear lassie, you }iave won, 

And there is nae denying, 
That sure as light flows frae the sun, 

Frae love proceeds complying. 
For a' that we can do or say 

'Grainst love, nae thinker heeds us ; 
They ken our bosoms lodge the fae 

That by the heartstrings leads us. 

PEGGY. 

Alake, poor prisoner ! — Jenny, that's no fair, 
That ye'll no let the wee thing tak the air. 
Haste, let him out ; well tent as well's we can \ 
Gif he be Bauldy's, or poor Roger*i^ man. 

JENNY. 

Anither time's as good ; for see ! the sun 
Is right far up, and we're not yet begun 
To freath the graith. If canker'd Madge, our aunt, 
Come up the bum, she'll gie 's a wicked rant : 
But when we've done, I'll teU you a* my mind ; 
For this seems true — ^nae lass can be unkind. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT II. 

' SCEKB I . 

PROLOGUE. 

A snug thack house ; before the door a green ; 
Hens on the midding, ducki in dubs are seen ; 
On this side stands a bam, on that a byre : 
A peat stack joins, and forms a rural square. 
The house is Glaud*s. — ^There you may see him lean. 
And to his divot seat invite his frien. 

QLA UD and SYMON. 

OLAUD. 

Good morrow, nibour Symon ! — come, sit down, 
And gie's your cracks. — What's a' the news in town ? 
They tell me ye was in the ither day. 
And sauld your crummock, and her bassand qney. 
Ill warrant ye've coft a pund of cut-and-dry : 
Lug out your box, and gie 's a pipe to try. 

SYMON. 

With a* my heart : — and tent me now, auld boy, 
I've gather'd news will kittle your mind with joy. 
I couldna rest till I came o'er the bum, 
To tell ye things have taken sic a turn 
Will gar our vile oppressors stend like flaes. 
And skulk in hidings on the heather braes. 

GLAUD. 

Fy, blaw ! — Ah ! Symie, rattling chiels ne'er stand 
To deck, and spread the grossest lies afif-hand ; 
Whilk soon flies round like wild-fire far and near : 
But loose your poke ; be't true or fause let's hear. 
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SYMON. 



Seeinj^'s believing, Glaud ; and I have seen 
S[ab, that abroad has with onr master been ; — 
Onr brave good master, wha right wisely fled, 
And left a fair estate to save his head, 
Secanse, ye ken fou well, he bravely chose 
To shine or set in glory with Montrose. 
If ow Cromwell's gane to Nick, and ane oa*d Monk 
Sas play'd the Romple a right slee begunk ; 
Restored King Charles, and ilka thing's in tune ; 
And Habby says, well see Sir William soon. 

OLAUD. 

That makes me blyth indeed ! But dinna flaw ; 
Tell o'er your news again, and swear till't a'. 
And saw ye Hab ? and what did Halbert say ? 
They have been e'en a dreary time away, 
^ow God be thanked that our laird's come hame ; 
And his estate, say, can he eithly claim ? 

STMON. 

They that hag-raid us till our guts did grane, 
Lake greedy bears, dare nae mair do't again, 
AJid good Sir William sail enjoy his ain. 

SANG VII. 

Tune—" Cauld Ksdl in Aberdeen." 

Cauld be the rebels cast, — 
Oppressors base and bloody ; 

I hope well see them at the last 
Strung a' up in a woody. 

Blest be he of worth and sense. 
And ever high in station. 

That bravely stands in the defence 
Of conscience, king, and nation. 
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OLAUD. 

And may he laug, for never did he stent 
Us in our thriving with a racket rent ; 
Nor grumbrd if ane grew rich, nor shor'd to raise 
Our mailens when we put on Sunday claes. 

SYMON. 

Nor wad he lang, with senseless saucy air, 
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare. 
*' Put on yer bonnet, Symon ; tak a seat : — 
How's all at hame ? how*s Elspa ? how does Kate ? 
How sells black cattle ? what gi'es woo this year Y* 
And sic like kindly questions wad he speer. 



SANG VIII. 
Tune—" Mucking of Geordy's byre. 
The laird who in riches and honour 



»» 



Wad thrive, should be kindly and free, 
Nor rack the poor tenants who labour 

To rise aboon poverty ; 
Eke, like the pack-horse that's unfother*d 

And burden'd, will tumble down faint ; 
Thus virtue by hardships are smother'd, 

And rackers aft tine their rent. 



OLAUD. 

Then wad he gar his butler bring bcdeen 
The nappy bottle ben, and glasses clean, 
Whilk in our breast rais'd sic a blythsome flame 
As gart me mony a time gae dancing hame. 
My heart's e'en raised ! — Dear nibour, will ye stay 
And tak your dinner here with me the day ? 
We'll send for Elspath, too ; and upo' sight 
I'll whistle Pate and Roger frae the height. 
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111 yoke my sled, and send to the neist town 
And bring a draught of ale, baith stout and brown ; 
And gar our cottars a*, — man, wife, and wean, — 
I>rink *till they tine the gate to stand their lane. 

SYMON. 

I wadna bauk my friend his blyth design, 
Gif that it hadna first of a' been mine ; 
For here yestreen I brew'd a bow of maut, 
Teatreen I slew twa wethers prime and fat. 
A furlet of good cakes my Elspa beuk. 
And a large ham hangs reesting in the neuk. 
I saw myseU, or I came o'er the loan, 
Onr meikle pot that scads the whey, put on, 
A mutton-bouk to boil, and ane we'll roast ; 
And on the haggies Elspa spares nae cost. 
Small are they shorn, and she can mix fou nice 
The gusty ingans with a cum of spice ; 
Fat are the puddings, — heads and feet well sung, — 
And we've invited nibours, auld and young. 
To pass this afternoon with glee and game, 
And drink our master's health and welcome hame. 
Te manna, then, refuse to join the rest. 
Since ye're my nearest friend that I like best. 
Bring wi' ye a' your family ; and then 
Whene'er you please I'll rant wi' you again. 



OLAUD. 

Spoke like ye'rsell, auld birky ; never fear 
Bat at your banquet I shall first appear. 
Faith, we shall bend the bicker, and look bauld. 
Till we forget that we are fail'd or auld ! — 
Aald^ said I ! — troth, I'm younger be a score 
With your good news than what I was before. 
Ill dance or e'en !— Hey, Madge ! come forth ; d'ye hear ] 
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Eiit^r Madoe. 

MADOE. 

The man's gane gyte ! — Dear Symon, welcome here. — 
What wad ye, Glaud, with a* this haste and din ? 
Ye never let a body sit to spin. 

GLAUI). 

Spin ! Snufif ! Gae break your wheel, and bum your tow. 
And set the meiklest peat-stack in a low ; 
Syne dance about the bane-fire till ye die, 
Since now again we'll soon Sir William see. 

MADGE. 

Blyth news indeed ! And wha was't tald you o't ? 

OLAUD. 

What's that to you ? Gae get my Sunday's coat ; 
Wale out the whitest of my bobbit bands, 
My white skin hoso, and mittens for my hands ; 
Then frae their washing cry the bairns in haste, 
And mak ye'rsells as trig, head, feet, and waist, 
As ye were a' to get young lads or e'en. 
For we're gawn o*er to dine with Sym bedeen. 

SYMON. 

Do, honest Madge ; and, Glaud, I'll o'er the gate 
And see that a' be done as I wad hae't. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 



PROLOOCE. 



The open field. A cottage in a glen, 
An anld wife spinning at the tunny end. 
At a small diitance, by a blasted tree, 
"With falded arms and half -nus'd look, ye see 



Bauldy his lane. 

What's this ? I canna bear't ! 'tis war than hell, 
To be sae burnt with love, yet dama tell ! 

Peggy ! sweeter than the dawning day, 
Sweeter than gowany glens or new-mawn hay ; 
Blyther than lambs that frisk out o'er the knowes, 
Straighter than anght that in the forest grows. 
Mer een the clearest blob of dew out-shines, 
The lily in her breast its beauty tines ; 

Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her een, 

Will be my deid, that will be shortly seen ! 

For Pate lo'es her, (waes me !) and she lo'es Pate, 

And I with Neps, by some unlucky fate, 

Made a daft vow. O ! but ane be a beast 

That makes rash aiths till he's afore the priest. 

1 dama speak my mind, else a' the three, 
Bnt doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy. 
'Tis sair to thole. — I'll try some witchcraft art 
To break with ane, and win the other's heart. 
Here Mausy lives, — a witch that for sma' price 
Can cast her cantraips, and gi'e me advice. 
She can o'ercast the night, and cloud the moon. 
And mak the dells obedient to her crune ; 
At midnight hours, o'er the kirkyard she raves, S 
And howks unchristen'd weans out of their graves ; 
Boils up their livers in a warlock's pow ; 
Rins withershins about the hemlock low ; 
And seven times does her prayers backwards pray, 

I 
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Till Plotcock comes with lumps of Lapland clay, 
Mixt with the venom of black taids and snakes. 
Of this, unsonsy pictures aft she makes 
Of any ane she hates, and gars expire 
With slow and racking pains afore a fire, 
Stuck fou of pins ; the devilish pictures melt ; 
The pain by fowk they represent is felt. 
And yonder's Mause : — ay, ay, she kens fu weel 
When ane like me comes rinning to the deiL 
She and her cat sit becking in her yard ; 
To speak my errand, faith, amaist I'm fear'd. 
But I maun do't, though I should never thrive ; 
They gaUop fast that deils and lasses drive. 



IMxiL 



SCENE III. 



FBOLOQUB. 



A green kail-yaird ; a little fount, 
Where water poplin springs ; 

There sits a wife with wrinkled front, 
And yet she spins and sings. 

MAUSE. 

SANG IX. 

TUNH— " Carle and the king come." 

Peggy, now the king^s come ; 

Peggy, now the king's come ; 
Thou may dance, and I shall sing, 

Peggy, since the king's come. 
Nae mair the hawkies shalt thou milk ; 
But change thy plaiding-coat for silk. 
And be a lady of that ilk, 

Now, Peggy, since the king's come. 
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Enter Bauldy. 



BAULDY. 



How does auld honest Lucky of the glen 7 
Te look baith hale and fair at threeaoore-ten. 



MAUSB. 



E'en twining out a thread with Httle din, 
And beeking my cauld Hmbs afore the sun. 
What brings my bairn this gate sae air at mom ? 
Is there nae mack to lead ? to thresh nae com ? 

BAULDY. 

Enough of baith ; but something that requires 
Your helping hand employs now all my cares. 

BCAU8B. 

My helping hand ! alake, what can I do, 
That underneath baith eild and poortith bow ? 

BAULDY. 

Ay, bat you're wise, and wiser far than we, 
Or maist part of the parish tells a lie. 

MAUSS. 

Of what kind wisdom think ye I'm possest, 
That lifts my character aboon the rest ? 

BAULDY. 

The word that gangs, how ye're sae wise and feU, 
Yell may be tak it ill gif I sou'd telL 

MAUSE. 

What f owk say of me, Bauldy, let me hear ; 
Ke^ naithing up, — ^ye naithing have to fear. 
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BAULDT. 

Well, since ye bid me, I shall tell ye a' 
That ilk ane talks about you, but a flaw. 
When last the wind made Gland a roofless bam ; 
When last the bum bore down my mither's yam ; 
When Brawny, elf -shot, never mair came hame ; 
When Tibby kim'd, and there nae butter came ; 
When Bessy Freetook's chufiy-cheeked wean 
To a fairy tum'd, and couldna stand its lane ; 
When Wattie wander'd ae night thro' the shaw, 
And tint himsell amaist amang the snaw ; 
When Mungo's mare stood still and swat wi* fright. 
When he brought east the howdy under night ; 
When Bawsy shot to dead upon the green ; 
And Sara tint a snood was nae mair seen ; 
You, Lucky, gat the wyte of a' fell out, 
And ilka ane here dreads ye round about*; 
And sae they may that mean to do ye skaith. 
For me to wrang ye, I'll be very laith ; 
But when I neist make groats, I'll strive to please 
You with a firlot of them mizt with pease. 

MAUSE. 

I thank ye, lad ; now tell me your demand. 
And, if I can, I'll lend my helping hand. 

BAULDY. 

Then, I like Peggy ; Neps is fond of me ; 
Peggy likes Pate ; and Patie's bauld and slee, 
And loo's sweet Meg ; but Neps I downa see. 
Could ye turn Patie's love to Neps, and then 
Peggy's to me, I'd be the happiest man. 

BfAUSE. 

Ill try my art to gar the bowls row right ; 
Sae gang your ways and come again at night ; 
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'Crainst that time 111 some simple things prepare 
Worth all your pease and groats, tak ye nae care. 

BAULDY. 

Welly Mause, I'll oome, gif I the road can find. 
But if ye raise the de'il, he'll raise the wind ; 
Syne rain and thunder, may be, when 'tis late, 
Will make the night sae mirk, I'll tine the gate. 
We're a' to rant in Symie's at the feast ; 
O ! will ye come like badrans for a jest ? 
And there you can our different haviours spy ; 
There's nane shall ken o't there but you and I. 

MAUSB. 

*TiB like I may ; but let na on what's past 
Tween you and me, else fear a kittle cast. 

BAULDY. 

If I aught of your secrets e'er advance, 

May ye ride on me ilka night to France. 

[ExU Bauldt. 

MAUSB, her lane. 

This fool imagines, as do mony sic, 
That I'm a witch in compact with Auld Nick, 
Because by education I was taught 
To speak and act aboon their common thought. 
Their gross mistake shall quickly now appear ; 
Soon shall they ken what brought, what keeps me here. 
Now since the royal Charles, and right's restor'd, 
A shepherdess is daughter to a lord. 
The bonny foundling that's brought up by Glaud, 
Wha has an uncle's care on her bestow'd. 
Her infant life I sav'd, when a false friend 
Bow'd to th' usurper, and her death design'd, 
To establish him and his in all these plains 
That by right heritage to her pertains. 
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She's now in her sweet bloom, has blood and ohannB 
Of too much value for a shepherd's arms. 
None know't but me — ^and if the mom were come, 
I'll tell them tales will gar them all sing dumb. 



SCENE IV. 



FBOLOOUB. 



Behind a tree upon the phdn 

Pate and his Peggy meet, 
In love without a vidoua itain. 
The bonny lass and oheerfu* ewain 
Change vows and kiaaefl sweet. 

PATIE and PEQOY, 

PEGGY. 

O Patie ! let me gang ; I mauna stay ; 
We're baith cry'd hame, and Jenny she's away. 

PATIB. 

I'm laith to part sae soon, now we're alane, 
And Roger he's away with Jenny gane. 
They're as content, for aught I hear or see, 
To be alane themselves, I judge, as we. 
Here, where primroses thickest paint the green. 
Hard by this little bumie lot us lean. 
Hark how the lav'rocks chant aboon our heads. 
How fast the westlin winds sough through the reeds. 

PEGGY. 

The scented meadows, birds, and healthy breeze, 
For aught I ken, may mair than P^gy please. 
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PATDS. 



Te wiang me sair to doubt my being kind ; 
In speaking sae, ye ca' me dull and blind, 
Cfif I ooold fancy aught's sae sweet or fair 
^iny met Meg, or worthy of my care. 
^ breath is sweeter than the sweetest brier ; 
^7 cheek and breast the finest flow'rs appear ; 
^7 Words excel the maist delightfu' notes 
^^ warble through the merle or mavis* throats ; 
^^ thee I tent nae flowers that busk the field, 
^ npest berries that our mountains yield ; 
^ Bweetest fruits that hing upon the tree 
•Are hat inferior to a kiss of thee. 



PEOOY. 

But Patrick for some wicked end may fleech, 
And lambs should tremble when the foxes preach. 
I dama stay ; ye joker, let me gang. 
Or swear yell never 'tempt to do me wrang. 

PATIE. 

Sooner a mother shall her fondness drap. 
And wrang the bairn sits smiling on her lap ; 
The sun shall change, the moon to change shall cease ; 
The gaits to dimb, the sheep to yield the fleece ; 
£re aught by me be either said or done 
Shall do thee wrang ; — ^I swear by all aboon. 

PEGOY. 

Then keep your aith. But mony lads will swear, 
And be manswom to twa in half a year. 
Now I believe ye like me wonder weel ; 
But if anither lass your heart should steal, 
Tour Meg, forsaken, bootless might relate 
How she was dauted anes by faithless Pate. 
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PAHS. 

I'm sure I canna change ; ye needna fear, 
Tho' we're but young, I*ve lo'ed ye mony a year. 
I mind it well, when thou could'st hardly gang, 
Or lisp out words, I choos'd thee frae the thrang 
Of a' the bairns, and led thee by the hand. 
Aft to the tansy knowe or raahy strand, 
Thou smiling by my side. I took delight 
To pu' the rashes green with roots sae white. 
Of which, as well as my young fancy could. 
For thee I plet the flow'ry belt and snood. 



PBGOT. 

When first thou gaed with shepherds to the hill. 
And I to milk the ewes first tried my skill. 
To bear a leglen was nae toil to me. 
When at the bught at ev'n I met with thee. 



SANG X. 
TuNi — *' Winter was cauld, and my daithing was thin. 

PEGGY. 

When first my dear laddie gaed to the green hill. 
And I at ewe-milking first sey'd my young skill. 
To bear the milk bowie no pain was to me, 
When I at the bughting forgather'd with thee. 

PATIE. 

When com-riggs wav'd yellow, and blue heather-bells 
Bloom*d bonny on moorland and sweet rising fe]ls, 
Nae bims, brier, or breckens, gave trouble to me, 
If I found the berries right ripened for thee. 



»» 
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PE90Y. 

When thou ran, or wrestled, or putted the stane, 
And came off the victor, my heart was ay fain ; 
Thy ilk» sport manly gaye pl^ure to me ; 
For nane can pntt, wrestle, ot run swift as thee. 

PAtriE. 

Onr Jenny sings saftly the 'VCowden broom knowes ;" 
And Bosie lilts sweetly the 7 Milking the ewes ;" 
There's few " Jenny Nettled " like Nansy can sing ; 
At '* Thro' the wood, laddid,'' Bess gars our lugs ring. 
Bnt when my dear Teggy sings, with better skill. 
The " Boatman," " Tweed-side," or the '' Lass of the mill,*' 
"Tis mony times sweeter and pleasing to me. 
For iho* they sing nicely, they cannot like thee. 

PtOGY. 

How easy can lasses trow what they desire ! 
And praises sae kindly increases love's fire ; 
Give me still this pleasure, iny study shall be 
To make myself better and sweeter for thee. 

PATIE. 

When corns grew yellow, and the heatherbells 
Bloom'd bonny on the moor and rising fells, 
Kae bims, or briers, or whins e'er troubled me, 
Gif I could find blae-berries ripe for thee. 

PEGGY. 

When thou didst wrestle, run, or putt the stane, 
And wan the day, my heart was flightering fain. 
At all these sports thou still gave joy to me, 
For nane can wrestle, run, or putt with thee. 

PATIB. 

Jenny nngs saft the '* Broom of Cowdenknowcs ;" 
And Rorie lilts the '* Milking of the Ewes ; " 

K 
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There's nane like Nansy '^ Jenny Nettles" sings ; 
At turns in " Maggy Lauder*' Marion dings. 
But when my Teggy sings with sweeter skill 
The "Boatman," or the " Lass of Patio's mill," 
It is a thousand times mair sweet to me ; 
Tho' they sing well, they canna sing like thee. 

PEGOT. 

How eith can lasses trow what they desire ! 
And, rees'd by them we lore, blaws up that fire. 
But wha loves best let time and carriage try ; 
Be constant, and my love shall time defy. 
Be still as now, and a' my care shall be 
How to contrive what pleasant is for thee. 

PATIE. 

Wert thou a gig] it gawky like the lave 
That little better than our nowt behave ; 
At naught they'll ferly, senseless tales believe, 
Be blythe for silly hechts, for trifles grieve ; 
Sic ne'er could win my heart that kenna how 
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true ; 
But thou in better sense without a flaw. 
As in thy beauty, far excels them a'. 
Continue kind, and a' my care shall be 
How to contrive what pleasing is for thee. 

PEGGY. 

Agreed ; but hearken, yen's auld aunty's cry, 
I ken they'll wonder what can make us stay. 

PATIE. 

And let them ferly. — Now, a kindly kiss, 
Or fivescore good anes wad not be amiss ; 
And syne we'll sing the sang, with tuncfu' g]ee. 
That I made up last owk on you and me. 
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PBOOY. 

Sing Sistf syne claim your hire. 



PATIE. 



WeU> I agree. 



SANG XI. /, v.. ^ . . 
To iti awn tune. 

By the delidous warmness of thy mouth, 
And rowing eye that^ smiling, tells the truth, 
I guess, my lassie, that, as well as I, 
Ye're made for love, and why should ye deny ? 

PEOOY. 

But ken ye lad, gif we confess o'er soon 
Ye think us cheap, and syne the wooing's done ; 
The maiden that o*er quickly tines her pow*r, 
lake unripe fruit, will taste' but hard and sour. 

PATIE. 

But gin they hing o*er lang upon the tree. 
Their sweetness they may tyne, and say may ye. 
Red-cheeked, ye completely ripe appear. 
And I have thcil'd and woo'd a lang half year. 

PEOOT 

<- ■ . ( " 
(EaUiBg into Patie's arms). 

Then dimia pu me, gently thus I fa* 
Into my Patie's arms for good and a* ; 
Bat stint your wishes to this kind embrace, 
And mint nae farther till weVe got the grace. 
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PATIX. 

(With hii left hand about her waut). 

O bharming armf u' ! — ^Henoe^ ye cares^ away ! 
Ill kiss my treasure a' the live lang day ! 
All night I'll dream my kisaeB o'er again 
Till that day come that ye'll be a' my ain. 

BOTH. 

Son, gallop down the westlin Bkies, 
Gang soon tb bed^ and quickly riae. 
O lash your steeds^ post time away, 
And haste about our bridal-day; 
And if you're weary'd, honest light^ 
Sleep, gin ye like, a week that night. 

[Curtain falls while they 
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ACT III. 



Scene I. 



FBOLOODS. 



Now turn your eyes beyond yon spreading lime, 

And tent a man whase beard seenui bleaoh'd with time ; 

Ane elwand fills lus hand, lus habit mean, 

Nae doubt yell think he ha« a pedlar been ; 

Bmt whist, it is the knight in masquerade 

That oomes hid in this cloud to see his lad. 

Obserre how pleas'd the loyal sufiTrer moves 

Thro' his auld av'nues, anes delightfu' groves. 

Sib William, solus, 

Thx gentleman thus hid in low diaguise, 

111 for a Bpaoe, unknown, delight mine eyes 

With a full view of ev'ry fertile plain, 

Which once I lost, which now are mine again. 

Yet, 'midst my joy, some prospects pain renew, 

Whilst I my once fair seat in ruins view. 

Yonder, ah me ! it desolately stands, 

Without a roof, the gates fall'n from their bands ; 

The casements all broke down, no chimney left. 

The naked walls of tapestry all bereft. 

My stables and pavilions, broken walls, 

That with each rainy blast decaying falls ; 

My gardens once adom'd the most complete, 

With all that nature, all that art makes sweet ; 

Where round the figur*d green and pebble walks, 

The dewy flow'rs hung nodding on their stalks ; 

But overgrown with nettles, docks, and brier, 

No hyacinths or eglantines appear. 

Here fiul*d and broke's the rising ample shade, 

Whflre peach and neo'trine trees their branches spread, 
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Basking in rays, and early did produce 

Fruit fair to view^ delightful to the use. 

All round in gaps the walls in ruin lie^ 

And from what stands the withered branches fly. 

These soon shall be repaired ; and now my joy 

Forbids all grief ^ when I'm to see my boy, 

My only prop, and object of my care, 

Since heav'n too soon called home his mother fair. 

Him^ ere the rays of reason dear'd his thought, 

I secretly to faithful Symon brought. 

And charg'd him strictly to conceal his birth 

Till we should see what changing times brought forth. 

Hid from himself, he starts up by the dawn. 

And ranges careless o*er the height and lawn. 

After his fleecy charge serenely gay. 

With other shepherds whistling o*er the day. 

Thrice happy life ! that's from ambition free, 

Remov'd from crowns, and courts, how cheerfully 

A calm, contented mortal spends his time, 

In health, his soul unstain'd with crime ! 

SANG XII. 
Tune— "Happy Clown." 

Hid from himself, now by the dawn 
He starts as fresh as roses blawn. 
And ranges o'er the heights and lawn, 
After his bleating flocks. 

Healthful, and innocently gay, 
He chaunts and whistles out the day ; 
Untaught to smile and then betray, 
Like courtly weathercocks. 

Life happy, from ambition free. 
Envy, and vile hypocrisy. 
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When tmtli and love with joy agree, 
UnBolly'd with a crime. 

Unmov'd with what disturbs the great, 
In propping of their pride and state, 
He lives, and, unafraid of fate. 
Contented spends his time. 

Now iow'rds good Symon's house 111 bend my way, 
And see what makes yon gamboling to-day ; 
Ail on the green in a fair wanton ring 
Mj youthful tenants gaily dance and sing. 

[Exit, 



SCENE II. 

FROLOOUX. 



*Tli Sjmon*8 hoiue, please to step in, 

And Ti8y*t round and round ; 
There*! nought Buperfluous to give pain, 

Or ooetly to be found. 
Tet, all ii clean ; a clear peat ingle 

Glanoea amidst the floor ; 
The green hom-spoonB, beech luggies mingle, 

On ikelfs forgainst the door. 
While the young brood sport on the green, 

The auld anes think it best 
With the brown cow to dear their eei\. 

Snuff, crack, and take their rest. 

8YM0N, GLAUDy and EL8PA. 

OLAUn. 

We anes were young oursells ; I like to see 
The bairns bob round with other merrylie. 
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Troth, Symon, Patie's grown a strapan lad, 
And better looks than his I never bade ; 
Amang our lads he bears the gree awa', 
And tells his tale the clev'rest of them a*. 

ELSPA. 

Poor man ! he's a great comfort to us baith ; 
€k>d made him good, and hide him ay frae skaith ; 
He is a bairn, I'll say't, well worth our care, 
That gae us ne'er vexation late or air. 

OLAUD. 

I trow, goodwife, if I be not mistane. 
He seems to be with Peggy's beauty tane ; 
And troth my niece is a right dainty wean, 
As ye well ken ; a bonnier needna be. 
Nor better, be't she were nae kin to me. 

SYMON. 

Ha, Glaud, I doubt that ne'er will be a match. 
My Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch ; 
And or he were, for reasons I'll not teU, 
I'd rather be mixt with the mools myselL 

OLAUD. 

What reason can ye have ? there's nane, I'm sure. 
Unless ye may cast up that she's but poor. 
But gif the lassie marry to my mind 
I'll be to her as my ain Jenny kind. 
Fourscore of breeding ewes of my ain bim, 
Five kye that at ae milking fills a kirn, 
111 gie to Peggy that day she's a bride ; 
By and attour, if my good luck abide, 
Ten lambs at spaining time as lang's I live, 
And twa quey cawfs I'll yearly to them give. 




Te oBier fair, kind OUad, but dinn» qieer 
What maj be is not fit ye yet ihonld hear. 



Or thia day ei^t dayi likely he ahaO leara 
Xhat onr denial disua ■li^t hii baim. 

Well nae mair o't ; «»ie, giM the oOmt bead, 
'Well drink their healths, whatem wf it cad. 



[nMil bMUb (K Ft 



Bat will ye tetl me. Gland 1 E^ eome 'ti* nid, 
Toor nieoe is bat a fnndling, that wai laid 
Down at yonr hallon-nde ae nKm in Maf, 
Bight clean row'd ap, and bedded «■ di; hay. 



That dattern Hadge, my titty, tdla aie flawi 
Whene'er onr Meg h«r cankart famDonr gawa. 

BttUr Jsnrr. 

O father, there*! an aold man no the ff*itB, 
The felleat fortnne-teller e'er «a* bwu ; 
He tenta onr loofa, and lyne whof« r.<at a Vxik, 
Tnma owre the leaTM, and gics cvr bnnra a ^rA ; 
Syne teOa the oddeat tale* that e'syv haw4 ; 
Eiia head is grey, and laog and grey his Uafd. 



Gae teing him in, well hear what he «an aay. 
Name ahaD gai^ hni^ty by my b'>aa« i/t-^f. 
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But for his telling fortunes, troth, I fear 
He kens nae mair of tliat than my grey mare. 

GLAUD. 

Spae-men ! the truth of a' their saws I doubt. 
For greater liars never ran thereout. 

Re-enter Jsmnr, bringing in Sib William ; TAxa foUowing. 

STMOK. 

Te're welcome, honest carle. Here tak a seat. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

I give thee thanks, good man, I'se no be blate. 

GLAUD. 

(Drinks.) 
Come, t'ye, friend. How far came ye the day ? 

SIR WILLIAM. 

I pledge ye, nibour. E'en but a little way ; 
Rousted with eild, a wee piece gate seems lang ; 
Twa mile or three's the maist that I do gang. 

SYMON. 

Ye're welcome here to stay all night with me. 
And tak sic bed and board as we can gi'e. 

SIR WILLIAM. 

That's kind unsought. WeU, 'gin ye have a bairn 
That ye like well, and wad his fortune learn, 
I shall employ the farthest of my skill 
To spae it faithfully, be't good or ill. 
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8TM0N. 

(PointiDg to Patii.) 

Only that lad. Alack ! I have nae mae. 
Slither to make me joyful now or wae. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

Toong man, let's see your hand. What gars ye sneer 7 

PATIB. 

Because your skill's but little worth, I fear. 

SIB WILLIASC. 

Te cut before the point. But^ hilly, bide, 
111 wager there's a mouse-mark on your side. 

BLSPA. 

Betooch-us-to ! and well I wat that's true ; 
Awa ! awa ! the deil's owre grit wi' you. 
"Foxxr inch aneath his oxter is the mark, 
Scarce ever seen since he first wore a sark. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

HI tell ye mair ; if this young lad be spared 
Bat a short while^ hell be a braw rich lidrd. 

ELSPA. 

A laird ! Hear ye, goodman, what think ye now ? 

8YM0N. 

I dinna ken. Strange auld man, wha art thou ? 
Fair fa' your heart, 'tis good to bode of wealth. 
Come, turn the tinmier to laird Patie's health. 

[Fatii*b health gaes round.] 
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PATUB. 

A laird of twa good whistleB and a kent, 
Twa curs, my trusty tenants on the bent, 
Is all my great estate, and like to be ; 
Sae, cunning carle, ne'er break your jokes on me. 

8YM0N. 

Whist, Patie, let the man look ow're your hand ; 
Aftimes as broken a ship has come to land. 

[Sib William looks a little at Patib^ hand, then oonnterfeifa 
falling into a tranoe.^While they endeavour to lay hin 
right.] 

BL8PA. 

Preserve *s ! the man's a warlock, or possest 
With some nae good, or second-sight at least. 
Where is he now 1 

OLAUD. 

He's seeing a* that's done 
In ilka place beneath or yont the moon. 

ELSPA. 

These second-sighted fowks (his peace be here !) 
See things far aff, and things to come, as clear. 
As I can see my thumb. Wow ! can he tell 
(Speer at him soon as he comes to himsell,) 
How soon well see Sir William ? Whisht, he heaves. 
And speaks out broken words like ane that raves. 

SYMON. 

He'll soon grow bettor. — Elspa, haste ye, gae 
And fill him up a tass of usquebao. 




THE aWMTLM ■BBTHEBK. 
(fttart* op Mid atwdu.) 

A knight that tar % luju f onj^t 

ApUjwt a hard «f bwwa, 
Wai to laog toil and tconUt: bnwi^, 

In which aonu thvoMMtd* wbMm. 
But now ■gun tlw lion nr«i. 

And jpj i^r««d« vW tJMr jAhu ; 
The lion tuw defeat tlw boara. 

The kni^ ntnnu a^pun. 

That kni^t m a few di^ liiell Uuf 

A ahepherd fn« tit*! fiMld, 
And ehall preaent hiui Vj tiw kiujf, 

A subject trtur aud bauU. 
He Mr. Fatoick aball U vmU <l ; 

All you that hew uie uvw 
Haf well btJlM^e vlwt J L»v« raid. 

For it ihall baj^pw Itm. 



Friend, majr jonr ^*txtug liapfAU K>vti aud w^mI . 
Bnt, faitb, rm redd jan'ri bar^uu'd wiUi tL« <U-iJ. 
To tell aome tale* that fvwLa wad Mnmt kw}i ; 
Or do 7011 get them tald j-m in /^nir dnvy < 

■UK WUUUUM. 

Howe'er I get tiwBi nvrtr fa»L j'mt bewd, 
Nor come I tu redd f<jrt«ues f'jr mward ; 
Bnt Pll lajr ten to one with 'jtif hurc 
That all I prvphemj ihall vxiu tyyuair. 



T<ia pro^teayiag fvwiia an: udd kind weu ! 
They're hen that ken, and ben that diaiia ken 
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The wimpled meaning of your nnoo tale, 
Whilk soon will mak a noise o'er moor and dale. 

OLAC7D. 

Tis nae sma' eport to hear how Sym belieyea, 
And takes't for gospel what the spae-man giyea 
Of flawing fortunes^ whilk he evens to Pate ; 
But what we wish we trow at ony rate. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

Whisht, doubtfu' carle ; for ere the son 
Has driven twice down to the sea. 

What I have said ye shall see done 
In part, or nae nudr credit me. 

OLAUD. 

Well, be't sae, friend ; I shall say naething nudr. 
But I've twa sonsy lasses, young and fair, 
Plump, ripe for men ; I wish ye could foresee 
Sic fortunes for them might bring joy to me. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

Nae mair thro' secrets can I sift, 
Till darkness black the bent ; 

I have but anes a day that gift, 
Sae rest a while content. 

SYMON. 

Elspa, cast on the claith, fetch butt some meat, 
And of your best gar this auld stranger eat. 

8IB WILLIAM. 

Delay a while your hospitable care ; 
I'd rather enjoy this evening calm and fair, 
Around yon ruin'd tower to fetch a walk. 
With you, kind friend, to have some private talk. 
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SYMON. 



Soon aa you please 111 answer your desire ; 
Andy Gland, youll tak your pipe beside the fire ; 
We'll bnt gae round the place, and soon be back, 
Syne Bup together, and tak our pint and crack. 



OLAUD. 



I'll ont a while, and see the young anes play ; 
My heart's still lights albeit my locks be grey. 



IBxeunt, 



SCENE III. 



PROLOGUE. 



Jenny pretends an errand hame, 

Young Roger draps the rest, 
To whisper out his melting flame, 
And thow his lassie's breast. 
Behind a bush well hid frae sight they meet ; 
See, Jenny's laughing ; Boger's like to greet. 

Poor shepherd I 



BOQEB and JENNY. 



BOOBR. 



I>ear Jenny, I wad speak t' ye, wad ye let ; 
JLnA yet I ergh, ye*r ay sae scomfu' set. 



JE2TNT. 



And what wad Eoger say, gif he could speak ? 
Am I oblig'd to guess what ye're to seek ? 
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ROOBB. 

- Yes, ye may guess right eith for what I grein, 
Baith by my service, sighs, and langing een ; 
And I maun out wi% tho' I risk your soom, 
Ye*re never frae my thoughts baith e*en and mom. 
Ah ! could I loo ye less, I'd happy be ; 
But happier far, could ye but fancy ii^e. 

jBinrr. 

And wha kens, honest lad, but that I may ? 
Ye canna say that e*er I said ye nay. 

ROOEB. 

Alake ! my frighted heart begins to fail 
Whene'er I mint to tell ye out my tale. 
For fear some tighter lad, mair rich than I, 
Has win your love, and near your heart may lie. 

JBNNY. 

I loo my father, — cousin Meg I love, — 
But to this day nae man my heart could move. 
Except my kin, ilk lad's alike to me. 
And frae ye a' I best had keep me free. 

ROGER. 

How lang, dear Jenny ? Sayna that again. 
What pleasure can ye tak in giving pain ? 
I'm glad, however, that ye yet stand free ; 
Wha kens but ye may rue, and pity me ? 

JENNY. 

Ye have my pity else, to see you set 
On that whilk makes our sweetness soon forget. 
Wow I but we're bonny, good, and everything ! 
How sweet we breathe whene'er we kiss or sing ! 
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Bat we're nae sooner fools to give consent, 
Than we our dafSn and tint power repent ; 
^Vlien priaon'd in four wa's, a wife right tame> 
Altho* the firsts the greatest drudge at hame. 

BOOSB. 

That only happens when, for ^ake of gear, 
Ane wales a wife as he wad buy a piare ; 
Or, when dull parents bairns tqgether bind 
Of di£Eia(rent tempers, that can ne'er prove kind. 
But loTe, true, downright love, engages me 
(Tho* thou should scorn) still to delight in thee. 

JENKT. 

What sugared words frae wooer's lips can fa' ! 
But giming marriage comes and ends them a'. 
Fve seen with shining fair the morning rise, 
And soon the fleecy clouds mirk a' the skies ; 
Tyb seen the silver spring a while rin clear, 
And soon the mossy puddles disappear. 
The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may smile, ^ 
But soon contentions a' their joys beguile. 

BOGBB. 

Fve seen the morning rise with fairest light, 
The day unclouded sink in calmest night. 
IVe seen the spring rin wimpling thro' the plain 
Increase and join the ocean without stain ; 
The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may smile, 
Bejoioe thro' life and all your fears beguile. 

JENNY. 

Were I but sure ye lang would love maintain, 
The fewest words my easy heart could gain ; 
For I maun own, since now at last your free, 
Altho' I jok'd, I lov'd your company ; 

M 
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And ever had a wammesB in my breast 
That made ye dearer to me than the rest. 

BOOER. 

I'm happy now ! o'er happy ! hand my head ! 
This gush of pleasure's like to be my dead. 
Come to my arms ! or strike me ! I'm all fir'd 
With wond'ring love ! Let's kiss tiU we be tir'd. 
Kiss, kiss ; we'll kiss the sun and stams away, 
And f erly at the quick return of day. 
O Jenny ! let my arms about thee twine. 
And briz thy bonny breasts and lips to mine. 

[They embrace. 

SANG XIII. 

TcNE-"LeithWyiid." 
JENNY. 

Were I assur'd you'll constant prove, 

You should nae mair complain ; 
The easy maid beset with love 

Few words will quickly gain. 
For I mxist own now, since you're free, 

This too fond heart of mine 
Has lang, a black-sole true to thee, 

Wish'd to be pair'd with thine. 

ROGER. 

I'm happy now ; ah ! let my head 

Upon thy breast recline ; 
The pleasure strikes me near-hand dead ; 

Is Jenny then sae kind ? 
O let me briz thoe to my heart. 

And round my arms entwine ; 
Delytfu' thought ! we'll never part, 

Come, press thy mouth to mine. 
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JSNNY. 



With eqtuJ joy my safter heart does yield, 
To own thy well-try'd love has won the field. 
Now by these wannest kisses thou hast tane, 
Swear thus to love me when by vows made ane. 



BOOEB. 



I swear by fifty thousand yet to come. 
Or may the first ane strike me deaf and dumb, 
There shall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
If yoo agree with me to lead your life. 



JBNKY. 



Well, I agree. Neist to my parent gae. 
Get his consent, — hell hardly say ye nae ; 
Ye have what will commend ye to him weel, 
Auld f owks like them that want na milk and meal. 



SANG XIV. 
Tune— "O'er Bogie. 



»» 



JENNY. 

Well, I agree, ye're sure of me. 

Next to my father gae ; 
Make him content to give consent, — 

Hell hardly sae ye nay. 
For ye have what he wad be at, 

And will commend you weel. 
Since parents auld think love grows cauld, 

Where bairns want milk and meaL 

Should he deny, I carena by. 

He'd contradict in vain ; 
Tho' a' my kin had said and sworn, 

But thee I will have nane. 



02 BAMEAT's FOKliB. 

Then never range nor leam to change^ 

Like those in high degree; 
And if you faithful prove in love, 

Toull find nae fault in me. 

BOOBB. 

My fauldfl contain twice fifteen farrow nowt, — 
As mony newcal in my byres rowt ; 
Five pack of Woo I can at TAmmaa sell, 
8hom frae my bob-tail'd bleaters on the felL 
Gk)od twenty pair of blankets for our bed. 
With meikle care my thrifty mither made ; 
nk thing that makes a heartsome house and tight. 
Was still her care, my father's great delight. 
They left me all, which now gi'es joy to me, 
Because I can give a', my dear, to thee. 
And had I fifty times as meikle mair 
Nane but my Jenny should the samen skair ; 
My love and all is yours ; now haud them fast, 
And guide them as ye like to gar them last. 

JENNY. 

I'll do my best ; but see wha comes this way, 
Patie and Meg ; besides, I mauniia stay. 
Let's steal frae ither now and meet the mom ; 
If we be seen we'll dree a deal of scorn. 

BOGBB. 

To where the saugh-tree shades the menin pool, 
I'll frae the hill come down when day grows cool ; 
Keep tryst and meet me there, there let us meet 
To kiss and tell our loves ; there's nought sae sweet. 

[ExeunL 
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SCENE IV. 



FBOLOOUX. 



This scene preienti the Knight and Sym 

'Within a gallery of the place, 
Wliere an looki ruinona and grim ; 

Nor has the Baron ahown hia fooe, 
Bnt joking with hia ahephezd leel. 

Aft apeera the gate he kena fa' weeL 

SIR WILLIAM and 8YM0N. 



SIB WILLIAM. 

To whom belongs this house so much decay'd ? 

SYMON. 

To ane that lost it, lending gen'rous aid 
To bear the head up, when rebellious tale. 
Against the laws of nature did prevail. 
Sir WiUiam Worthy is our master's name, 
WhUk fills us with joy, now he's come hame. 

FBOLOGUE. 

(Sir William draps hia maaking beard ; 

Symon, transported, aeea 
The welcome knight, with fond regard, 

And graapa him round the kneea.) 

My master ! my dear master ! do I breathe, 
To see him healthy, strong, and free frae skaith, 
Retnni'd to cheer his wishing tenant's sight ; 
To bless his son, my charge, the world's delight 1 
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SIB WILLIAM. 

'Rise, faithful Symon, in my arms enjoy 
A place thy due, kind guardian of my boy. 
I came to view thy care in this disguise, 
And am confirmed thy conduct has been wise ; 
Since still the secret thou'st securely sealed, 
And ne'er to him his real birth reveal'd. 

STMON. 

The due obedience to your strict command 
Was the first lock. Neist, my ain judgment fand 
Out reasons plenty ; since, without estate, 
A youth, tho* sprung frae kings, looks baugh and blate. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

And aften vain and idly spend their time, 
Till grown unfit for action, past their prime. 
Hang on their friends ; which gi'es their sauls a cast 
That turns thorn downright beggars at the last. 

SYMON. 

Now well I wat, sir, you have spoken true ; 
For there's laird Kytie*s son, that's loo*d by few, — 
His father steght his fortune in his wame. 
And left his heir nought but a gentle name. 
He gangs about soman frae place to place 
As scrimpt of manners as of sense and grace ; 
Oppressing a', as punishment o' their sin. 
That are within his tenth degree of kin ; 
Rins in ilk trader's debt, wha's sae unjust 
To his ain family as to gi'e him trust. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

Such useless branches of a commonwealth 
Should be lopt off, to give a state mair health. — 



THE GRNTLB SHEPHERD. 95 

Unworthy biure reflection. — Symon, run 
O'er all your observations on my bod. 
A parenf 8 fondness easily finds excuse ; 
Bat do not with indulgence truth abuse. 

STMON. 

To speak his praise, the langest simmer day 
Wad be owre short, could I them right display. 
In word and deed he can sae well behave, 
That out of sight he rins before the lave ; 
And when there's e'er a quarrel or contest, 
Flatrick's made judge, to tell whase cause is best ; 
And his decree stands good ; — he'll gar it stand, 
Wha dares to grumble finds his correcting hand. 
With a firm look, and commanding way, 
He gars the proudest of our herds obey. 

SIK WILLIAM. 

Tour tale much pleases ; my good friend proceed. 
What learning has he ? Can he read and write ? 

SYMON. 

Baith wonder well, for troth I didna spare 
To gie him at the school enough of lear ; 
And he delights in books ; he reads and speaks 
With fowks that ken them, Latin words and Greeks. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

Where gets he books to read, and of what kind ? 
Tho' some give light, some blindly lead the blind. 

SYMON. 

Whene'er he drives our sheep to Edinburgh Port 
He buys some books of history, sangs, or sport ; 
Nor does he want of them a rowth at will, 
And carries ay a pouchfu' to the hill. 



96 RAIdBAT's POXMS. 

About ane Shakespar and a famoua Ben 
He af ten speaks, and ca's them best of men. 
How sweetly Hawthomden and Stirling sing, 
And ane caw'd Cowley, loyal to his King, 
He kens f ou well, and gars their verses ring. 
I sometimes thought that he made o'er great fraiae 
About fine poems, histories, and plays. 
When I reprov'd him anes, a book he brings ; 
*' With this," quoth he, '* on braes I crack with 

8IB WILLIAM. 

He answer'd well ; and much ye glad my ear. 
When such accounts I of my shepherd hear. 
Reading such books can raise a peasant's mind 
Above a lord's that is not thus indin'd. 

SYMON. 

What ken we better, that sae sindle look. 
Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ? 
When we a leaf or twa half read, half spell. 
Till a' the rest sleep round as wcel's ourselL 

SIB WILLIAM. 

Well jested, Symon. — But one question more 
I'll only ask ye now, and then give o'er. 
The youth 's arriv'd the age when little loves 
Flighter around young hearts like cooing doves ; 
Has nae young lassie, with inviting mien 
And rosy cheek, — the wonder of the green, — 
Engag'd his look, and caught his youthfu' heart ? 

SYMON. 

I fear'd the warst, but ken'd the smallest part ; 
Till late, I saw him twa three times mair sweet 
With Gland's fair niece than I thought right or meet. 



•t 
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K bad my fears, but now have nought to fear 
Since, like youraelf, your son will soon appear ; 
A gentleman, enrich'd with all those charms. 
May blesa the fairest best-bom lady's arms. 

BIB, WILLIAIC 

This night will end his unambitious fire, 
When higher views shall greater thoughts inspire. 
GU>, Symon, bring him quickly here to me ; 
Hone but yourself shall our first meeting see. 
Yonder*s my horse and servant nigh at hand, — 
They come just at the time I gave oommand. 
Straight in my own apparel 111 go dress ; 
Now ye the secret may to all confess. 

SYMON. 

With how much joy I on this errand flee. 
There's nane can know that is not downright me ! 

[ExiL 
SIR WILLIAM, 80lU8. 

Whene'er th* event of hope's success appears, 
One happy hour cancels the toil of yean ; 
A thousand toils are lost in Lethe's stream, 
And cares evanish like a morning dream ; 
When wish'd-for pleasures rise like morning light, 
The pain that's past enhances the delight. 
Those joys I feel, that words can ill express, 
I ne'er had known, without my late distress ; 
But, from his rustic business and love 
I must in haste my Patrick soon remove 
To courts and camps, that may his soul improve. 
Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine. 

Only in little breakings shews its light, 
Till artful polishing has made it shine ; 

Thus education makes the genius bright. 

N 
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SANG XV. 



Tune— "Wat ye wha I met yettreen." 

Now from ruisticity and love, 

Whose flames but over lowly bum, 
My gentle shepherd must be drove. 

His soul must take another turn. 
As the rough diamond £rom the mine 

In breakings only shews its light, 
Till polishing has made it shine,— 

Thus learning makes the genius bright. 



[MiU. 
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ACT IV. 
SCEKB I. 

PROLOGUE. 

The Boene deterib'd in former page, 
Gland*! oneet— Enter Matue and Bladge. 



BCAUSS. 

Our laird oome hame ! — and owns young Pate his heir !• 
Thai's news indeed ! 

MADOS. 

Ab true aa ye stand there. 
Ab they were dancing all in Symon's yard, 
Sir William, like a warlock, with a beard 
Five nievee in length, and white aa driven snaw, 
Amang ua came, cry'd — " Haud ye merry a' ! " 
We ferly'd meikle at hia unco look. 
While, frae hia pouch, he whirl'd forth a book. 
Ab we atood round about him on the green. 
He view'd ua a', but fix'd on Pate hia een ; 
Then pawkily pretended he could apae, 
Yet, for hia paina and akill, wad naithing hae. 

BCAUSB. 

Then aure the laasea, and ilk gaping coof , 
Wad rin about him, and haud out their loof. 

MADGE. 

As fast aa fleaa skip to the tate of woo, 
Whilk alee tod-lowrie hada without hia mow, 
When he to drown them, and hia hipa to cool, 
In sununer daya alidea backward in a pool ! 
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In short, he did for Pate braw things foreteUy 
Without the help of conjuring or spelL 
At laat, when well diverted, he withdrew, 
Pou'd off hifl beard to Symon. — Symon knew 
His welcome master ; — around his knees he gat, 
Hang at his coat, and syne for blythneas grat. 
Patrick was sent for : — ^Happy lad is he ! — 
Sjrmon told Elspa — Elspa tald it me. 
Tell hear out a' the secret story soon ; 
And troth 'tis e'en right odd, when a' is done. 
To think how Symon ne'er afore wad tell, 
Ka, no sae meikle as to Pftte himselL 
Our Meg, poor thing, alake ! has lost her jow 

BfAuas. 

It may be sae, wha kens, and may be no. 
To lift a love that's rooted b great pain ; 
E'en kings have tane a queen out of the plain, — 
And what has been before may be again. 

MADOB. 

Sic nonsense ! — Love tak' root, but tocher-good, 
Tweeu a herd's bairn and ane of gentle blood ! — 
Sic fashions in King Bruce's days might be. 
But siccan ferlies now we never see. 

MAVSE. 

Gif Pate forsakes her, Bauldy she may gain. — 
Yonder he comes ; and wow ! but he looks fain. 
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain. 

UADQE. 

He get her ! slaverin doof ! it sets him weel 
To yoke a plough where Patrick thought to till ! 
Gif I were Meg, I'd let young master see 

3£A17S£. 

Ye'd be as dorty in your choice as he ; 
And so wad I ! But whislit ! hero Bauldy comes. 
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Enter bavldt 
(Singiiig). 

Jock said to Jenny — ''Jenny, wilt thou do't 7 " 
** Ne'er a fit,** qnoth Jenny, " for my tocher-good ; 

For my tocher-good, I winna many thee !" 
** £'ens ye like," quoth Jocky, *' ye may let it be." 

MADOB. 

Weel liltety Baoldy, that's a dainty sang. 

BA17LDY. 

m gie ye't a',— *tiB better than 'tis lang ! 

(Sings again). 

" I hae gowd and gear ; I hae land enough ; 
I have seven good owsen ganging in a pleugh. 
€ranging in a pleugh, and linkan o'er the lee ; 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be. 

I hae a good ha* house, a bam, and a byer, 
A peatstack 'fore the door, — will mak a rantin fire. 
I'll mak a rantin fire, and meny sail we be ; 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be.' 



9* 



Jenny said to Jocky, — '' Gin ye winna tell, 
Ye sail be the lad, — 111 be the lass myselL 
Te're a bonny lad, and I'm a lassie free ; 
Ye're welcomer to tak me than to let me be. " 

I trow sae. Lasses will come to at last, 
Tho' for a while they maun their snaw-baws cast. 

MAUSE. 

Well, Bauldy, how gaes a' ? 
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BAULDY. 

Faith, unco right ; 
I hope we'll a* sleep ek>und but ane this night. 

ICADOB. 

And wha'fl the unlucky ane, if we may ask ? 

BA.X7LDT. 

To find out that is nae difficult task, — 
Poor, bonny Peggy ; wha maun think nae mair 
On Pate, tum'd Patrick, and Sir William's heir. 
Now, now, good Madge, and honest Mause, stand be ; 
While Meg 's in dumps, put in a word for me. 
1*11 be as kind as ever Pate could prove, 
Loss wilfu', and ay constant in my love. 

MADGE. 

As Neps can witness, and the bushy thorn 
Where mony a time to her your heart was sworn ! 
Fy, Bauldy, blush ! and vows of love regard. 
What other lass will trow a manswom herd ? 
The curse of heaven hings ay aboon their heads 
That's ever guilty of sic sinf u* deeds. 
I'll ne'er advise my niece sae grey a gate ; 
Nor will she be advis'd, fou well I wat. 

BAULDY. 

Sae grey a gate ! manswom ! and a' the rest ! — 
Ye lied, auld roudes ; and in faith had best 
Eat in your words, else I shall gar you stand, 
With a het face, afore the haly band. 



MADGE. 

Ye'll gar me stand ! ye shevelling-gabbit brock ! 
Speak that again, and trembling dread my rock, 
And ten sharp naik, that, when my hands are in. 
Can flyp the skin o' ye'r cheeks out o'er your chin. 
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BAULDT. 

I take ye witness, Maase, ye heard her say 
That I'm manswom. — I winna let it gae. 

MADOB. 

Te*re witness, too, he ca'd me honny names, 
And should be seiVd as his good-breeding claims. 
Ye filthy dog ! 

[Flees to his hair like a fury.— A itout battle.— Hause 
endeavoim to redd them.] 

MAU8B. 

Let gang yonr grips ! — Fje, Madge ! — Howt, Bauldy, lean !- 
I wadna wish this tnlzie had been seen, 
'Tis sae daft like 

[Banldy geti out of Madge's olutohes with a bleeding nose.] 

MADGE. 

Tis dafter like to thole 
An ether-cap lilce him to blaw the coal ! 
It set him well, with vile, unscrapit tongiie. 
To cast up whether I be auld or young. 
They're aulder yet than I have married been, 
And, or they died, their bairns' bairns have seen. 

MAUSE. 

That's true ; and Banldy, ye was far to blame, 
To ca' Madge ought but her ain christen'd name. 

BAULDY. 

My lugs, my nose, and noddle finds the same. 

MADOE. 

•* Anld roudes ! "—filthy fellow, I shall auld ye ! 
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MAUSX. 



Howt, no ! Te'll e'en be friends wiUi honest Banldy. 
Come, come, shake hands ; this maun nae farder gM ; 
Te man forgi'e e*m. I see the lad looks wae. 



BAUUOT. 

In troth now, Mause, I have at Madge nae spite ; 
But she abusing first, was a* the wyte 
Of what has happened, and should therefore crave 
My x>ardon first, and shall acquittance have. 

MADOB. 

I crave your pardon, gallows-face ! — Gbe greet, 
And own your faut to her that ye wad cheat ; 
Oae, or be blasted in your health and gear. 
Till ye learn to perform as well as swear. 
Vow and lowp back ! — was e'er the like heard toll ? 
Swith tak him deel, he's our laug out of hell ! 

BAULDY. 

His presence be about us ! Curst were he 
That were condemn'd for life to live with thee. 



[Bum oj 



MADOE. 

(Laughing.) 

I think I have towzled his harigalds a wee ! 
He'll no soon grein to tell his love to me. 
He's but a rascal that would mint to serve 
A lassie sae, he does but ill deserve ! 

MAUSE. 

Ye towin'd him tightly. 1 commend ye for't. 
His bleeding snout gae me nae little sport ; 
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For tlus forenoon he had that scant of grace 
And breeding baith, to tell me to my lace 
He hop'd I was a witch, and wadna stand 
To lend him in this case my helping hand. 



MADOB. 

A witch ! how had ye patience this to hear. 
And leave him een to see, or lugs to hear 1 

MAUSS. 

Anld withered hands and feeble joints like mine 
Obliges f owk resentment to decline, 
Tfll aft 'tis seen, when yigoor fails, that we 
With canning can the lack of pith supply. 
Thus I pat off revenge till it was dark. 
Syne bade him come, and we should gang to wark. 
I'm sure hell keep his tiyst ; and I came here 
To seek your help that we the fool may fear. 

MADOB. 

And special sport well hae, as I protest ; 
Tell be the witch, and I shall play the ghaist. 
A linen sheet wound round me like ane dead, 
I'll cawk my face, and grane, and shake my head ; 
Well fleg him sae, hell mint nae mair to gang 
A conjuring to do a lassie wrang. 

m 

HAUBB. 

Then let us go ; for see, 'tis hard on night, — 
The westlin cloud shines with a setting light. 

[Exettnt. 
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SCENE II. 

PBOLOaUK. 

When birds begin to nod upon the bough. 

And the green Bwaird grows damp with falling dew. 

While good Sir William is to rest retired. 

The Gentle Shepherd, tenderly inspired. 

Walks through the broom with Boger ever leel. 

To meet, to comfort Meg, and tak fareweeL 

PA TIE and ROGER. 

BOOER. 

Wow ! but I*m cadgie^ and my heart lowps light ; 
O, Mr. Patrick, ay your thoughts were right ! 
Sure gentle fowks are farer seen than we, 
That naething hao to brag of pedigree. 
My Jenny now, who brak my heart this mom, 
Is perfect pelding, sweet, and nae mair scorn : 
I spak my mind — she heard — I spak again — 
She smil*d — I kiss'd — I woo'd, nor woo'd in vain. 

PATIE. 

I*m glad to hear't. — But O ! my change this day 
Heaves up my joy ; — and yet I'm sometimes wae. 
I've found a father, gently kind as bravo. 
And an estate that lifts me boon the lave ; 
With looks all kindness, words that love confest, 
He all the father to my soul exprest. 
While close he held me to his manly breast : 
*' Such were the eyes," he said, '^ thus smil'd the mouth 
Of thy lov'd mother, blessing o' my youth, 
Wha set too soon ! " — And while he praise bestow'd, 
Adown his gracefu* cheeks a torrent flow'd. 
My new-bom joys, and tliis his tender tale. 
Did, mingled thus, o'er a' my thoughts prevail ; 
That, speechless, lang my late-ken'd sire I view'd, 
While gushing tears my panting breast bedew'd : 
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Unusual iraiiBporU made my head turn round, 
Whilst I myself with rising raptures found 
The happy son of ane sae much renown'd. 
But he has heard ! — ^Too faithful Symon^s fear 
Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear ; 
Which he forbids : — ah ! this confounds my peace. 
While thus to beat my heart must sooner cease. 

BOOBB. 

How to adyise ye, troth, I'm at a stand ; 
But were 't my case, ye'd dear it up aff hand. 

PATIB. 

Duty and haflin reason plead his cause ; 
But love rebels against all hounding laws ; 
Fixt in my soul the shepherdess excels. 
And part of my new happiness repels. 



SANG XVI. 



TuNi— "Kiric wad let me be.*' 



Duty and part of reason 

Plead strong on the parent's side ; 
Which love superior calls treason ; 

The strongest must be obeyed. 

For now, tho' I'm one of the gentry. 
My constancy falsehood repels ; 

For change in my heart is no entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excels. 



ROGER. 



Enjoy them baith. Sir William will be won. 
Your Peggy's bonny ; you're his only son. 
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PATIB. 



She's mine by vows and stronger ties of love, 
And frae these bands nae fate my mind shall move. 
I'll wed nane else, thro' life I will be tme^ 
But still obedience is a parent's due. 



BOGEB. 

Is not our master and yourself to stay 
Amang us here ? Or are ye gawn away 
To London court, or ither far aff parts, 
To leave your ain poor us with broken hearts ? 

PATIB. 

To Edinburgh straight to-morrow we advance. 
To London neist, and afterwards to France, 
Where I must stay some years, and learn to dance. 
And twa three other monkey tricks. That done, 
I come hame strutting in my red-heel'd shoon. 
Then 'tis designed, when I can well behave. 
That I maun be some petted thing's dull slave. 
For some few bags of cash, that I wat weel, 
I nae mair need nor carts do a third wheeL 
But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 
Sooner than hear sic news, shall hear my death. 

BOGEB. 

''They wha have just enough can soundly sleep. 
The owrecome only fashes fowk to keep." — 
Good master Patrick, take your ain tale hame. 

PATIB. 

What was my morning thought, at night's the same ; 
The poor and rich but differ in the name. 
Content's the greatest bliss we can procure 
Frae 'boon the lift ; without it kings are poor. 
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BOOBB. 

But an estate like yours jdelcU braw conient. 
When we bnt pick it scantly on the bent. 
Une daes, aaft beds, sweet houses, sparkling wine, 
Good cheer, and witty friends, whene'er ye dine ; 
Submianve servants, honour, wealth, and ease, — 
Wha's no content with these are ill to please. 

TATUt, 

Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amiss, 
But mony a doud kings hoYering o'er their bliss ; 
The passions rule the roast, — and if they're sour, 
Like the lean kye, theyll soon the fat devour. 
The spleen, tint honour, and afl&onted pride, 
Stang Uke the sharpest goads in gentry's side. 
The gouts and gravels, and the iU disease, 
Are frequentest with fowk owrelaid with ease ; 
While o'er the moor the shepherd, with less care, 
Enjoys his sober wish and halesome air. 

BOOEB. 

liord, man, I wonder, ay, and it delights 
Hy heart, whene'er I hearken to your flights ; 
How gat ye a' that sense I fain wad lear, 
That I may easier disappointments bear ? 

PATIB. 

Frae books, the wale of books, I gat some skill ; 
These best can teach what's real good and ill. 
Ne'er grudge ilk year to ware some stanes of cheese, 
To gain these silent friends that ever please. 

BOOEB. 

Ill do 't, and ye shall tell me which to buy ; 
Faith I'se hae books, tho' I should sell my kye. 
But now let's hear how you're design'd to move 
Between Sir William's will and Peggy's love ? 



Then here it liea. His will mann be ob0]r>d. 
My vow« I'll keep, and tho ahaH be mj bride ;— 
But I Home time this Uat design raaiui hide. 
Keep you the secret cIom, and leave me hei« ; 
I sent for ^eggj, — yonder oomes my dear. 



Pleased that ye trust roe with the seorot, I 
Fo wyle it frae me a' the deils defy. 



With what a struggle must I now impart 
My father's will to her that liauda my heart ! 
1 ken she loves, and her soft soul will sink 
While it stands trembling on the hat«d brink 
Of disnpiKiintmout. — Heav'n support my fair. 
And lot hor comfort claim your tender care ! — 
Her eyes are rod 1— 

Enter Pbooy. 

My Peggy, why in tears 1 

Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for feara j 
Thu' I'm nae mair a shepherd, yet I'm thine. 



I dare not think snc high ! I now repine 
At the unhappy chance that made not me 
A gentle match, or still a herd kept thee. 
Wha can withouten pain see, frae the coast, 
The ship that bean his all like to be lost ? 
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Idke to be carried by some reiver's hand, 
Far frae bis wishea, to some distant land ? 



PATIS. 

Ne'er quarrel fate, whilst it with me remains 
To raise thee np, or still attend these plains. 
My father has forbid onr loves, I own ; 
Bat love 's superior to a parent's frown. 
I falsehood hate. Come^ kiss thy cares away ; 
I ken to love as weU as to obey. 
Sir William's generous. — Leave the task to me 
To make strict duty and true love agree. 



PBOOT. 

Speak on, speak ever thus, and still my grief ; 
Bat short I dare to hope the fond relief. 
New thoughts a gentler face will soon inspire. 
That with nice airs swims round in silk attire ; 
Then I, poor me ! with sighs may ban my fate. 
When the young laird 's nae mair my heartsome Pate. 
Nae mair again to hear sweet tales exprest 
By the blyth shepherd that excell'd the rest, — 
Nae mair be envied by the tattling gang 
When Patie kiss'd me when I danc'd or sang, — 
Nae mair, alake ! well on the meadows play. 
And rin haff-breathless round the rucks of hay, 
Aa aft-times I have fled from thee right fain 
And fa'n on purpose that I might bo tane, — 
Nae mair around the foggy knowe I'll creep. 
To watch and stare upon thee while asleep. 
But hear my vow — 'twill help to give me ease- 
May sudden death, or deadly sair disease, 
And warst of iUs, attend my wretched life. 
If e'er to ane but you I be a wife. 



112 RAMSAT's POIMB. 

SANGXVn. 

Tdne— " Wae*a my heart that we ahoiild Bonder." 

Speak on, speak thus, and still my grief. 

Hold up a heart that 's sinking under 
These fears, that soon will want reUiefy 

When Pate must from his Peggy Bunder. 
A gentler face and silk attire, 

A lady rich in beauty's blossom, 
Alake, poor me ! will now conspire 

To steal thee from thy Peggy's bosom. 

No more the shepherd who excell'd 

The rest, whose wit made them to wonder. 
Shall now his Peggy's praises tell, — 

Ah ! I can die, but never simder. 
Ye meadows where we often stray'd. 

Ye banks where we were wont to wander, 
Sweet-scented rucks round which we play'd, — 

You'll lose your sweets when we're asunder. 

Again, ah ! shall I never creep 

Around the knowe with silent duty. 
Kindly to watch thee while asleep, 

And wonder at thy manly beauty ? 
Hear, heav'n, while solemnly I vow, 

Tho' thou shouldst prove a wand'ring lover. 
Thro' life, to thee I shall prove true, 

Nor be a wife to any other. 

FATIS. 

Sure heaven approves ; and be assur'd of me 
111 ne'er gang back of what I've sworn to thee. 
And time (tho' time maun interpose a while. 
And I maun leave my Peggy and this isle), — 
Yet time, nor distance, nor the fairest face 
(If there's a fairer), e'er shall fill thy place. 
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Fd liate my nnng forfcane^ should it moye 
The fxar foundation of our faithfu' loye. 
If fti my foot were crowmi and sceptres laid 

To bribe my soul frae thee, delightful maid. 

For thee Fd soon leave these inferior things 

To sic as have the patience to be kings. — 

Wherefore thai tear? Believe, and calm thy mind. 



PBOOT. 

I greet for joy to hear thy words sae kind. 
When hopes were sunk, and nought but mirk despair 
Made me think life was little worth my care, 
My heart was like to burst ; but now I see 
Thy generous thoughts will save thy heart for me. 
With patience, then, I'll wait each wheeling year, 
Dream thro' that night, till my day-star appear ; 
And all the while, 111 study gentler charms 
To make me fitter for my traveler's arms. 
171 gain on Uncle Glaud, he's far frae fool, • 
And will not grudge to put me through ilk school 
Where I may manners learn. 



SANG xvin. 

Tune—* ' Tweediide. " 

When hope was quite sunk in despair, 

My heart it was going to break ; 
My life appear'd worthless my care. 

But now I will save 't for thy sake. 
Where'er my love travels by day, 

Wherever he lodges by night. 
With me his dear image shall stay. 

And my soul keep him ever in sight. 

p 
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With patience, Fll wait the long year 

And study the gentlest channa, 
Hope time away till thou appear, — 

To lock thee for ay in those anns. 
Whilst thou wast a t^epherd, I priz*d 

No higher degree in this life ; 
But now, 111 endeavour to rise 

To a height is becoming thy wife. 

For beauty that's only skin deep 

Must fade like the gowans of May; 
But, inwardly rooted, will keep 

For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life. 

Can quench the fair fire of love. 
If virtue's ingrained in the wife, 

And the husband have sense to approve. 

PATHS. 

That's wisely said ; 
And what he wares that way shall be well paid. 
Tho' without a' the little helps of art 
Thy native sweets might gain a prince's heart. 
Yet now, lest in our station we offend. 
We must learn modes to innocence imken'd : — 
Affect aft-timcB to like the thing we hate. 
And drap serenity, to keep up state ; 
Laugh when we're sad ; speak when we've nought to say ; 
And for the fashion, when we're blyth, seem wae ; 
Pay compliments to them we aft have scom'd. 
Then scandalize them when their backs are tum'd. 

PEGGY. 

If this is gentry, I had rather be 
What I am stilL But I'll be ought with thee. 
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PATn. 

No, no, my Peggy, I bat only jest 
With gentiy's apei ; for itill, unaog the best, 
Good mannen give integrity a bleeie, 
When native virtaes join the arts to please. 

PBGOT. 

Since with nae haaund and sae small expense 
My lad frae books oan gather siocan sense, 
Then why, ah ! why should the tempestuous sea 
Endanger thy dear life, and frighten me ? 
Sir y^Uiam 's omel, that wad force his son 
For watna-whats, sae great a risk to ran. 

PATH. 
There is nae doubt but travelling does improve ; 
Tet I would shun it for thy sake, my love. 
But soon as I've shook aff my landwart cast 
In foreign cities, hame to thee I'll haste. 

PEOOT. 

With every setting day and rising morn, 
m kneel to heaven and aak thy safe return. 
Under that tree, and on the suckler brae, 
Where aft we wont, when bairns, to run and play ; 
And to the hazel shaw, where first ye vow'd 
Te wad be mine, and I aa eithly trow'd, 
I'll aften gang, and tell the trees and flow'rs— 
With joy — ^that theyll bear witness I am yours. 

SANG XIX. 
TUVB— " Buih aboon Traquair. " 

At setting day and rising mom, 
With soul that still shall love theo, 

I'll ask of heaven thy safe return, 
With all that can improve thee. 



116 RABCSAY'8 P0IM8. 

Ill yudt aft the birken bush 
Where first thou kindly told me 

Sweet tales of love, and hid my blash 
Whilst ronnd thou didst enfold me. 



To all our haunts I will repair, 

By greenwood shaw or fountain ; 
Or where the summer day I'd share 

With thee upon yon mountain. 
There will I tell the trees and flowers. 

From thoughts unfeign'd and tender ; 
By vows you're mine, liy love is yours, 

A heart which cannot wander. 



PATIE. 

My dear, allow me from thy temples fair 
A shining ringlet of thy flowing hair, 
Which, as a sample of each lovely charm, 
I'll aften kiss, and wear about my arm. 



PBOGY. 

Were ilka hair that appertains to me 
Worth an estate, they all belong to thee. 
My shears are ready, take what you demand. 
And aught what love with virtue may command. 



PATIE. 

Nae mair we'll ask : but since we've little time. 
To ware 't on words, wad border on a crime ; 
Love's safter meaning better is exprest, 
When 'tis with kisses on the heart imprest. 

[They embrace wlule the cuiain is let down. 
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ACT V. 

SCBNXl. 
PBOLOOUK. 

See how poor Banldy stares like ane ponest, 
And roan up Symon frae his kindly rest : 
Bare-legg*d, with night-cap, and onbutton'd ooat, 
8ee the anld man comes forward to the sot. 

8TM0N and BA ULD Y. 

STMOli'. 

What want ye, Bauldy, at this early hoar. 
When nature noda beneath the drowsy poVr 1 
Far to the norths the scant approaching light 
Stands equal 'twixt the morning and the night. 
What gars ye shake, and glowre, and look sae wan ? 
Tonr teeth they chitter, hair like bristles stand. 

BAUIDT. 

O len' me soon somQ water, milk, or ale. 
My head's grown giddy, — ^legs with shaking fail : — 
rU ne'er dare venture forth at night my lane. 
Alake ! Ill never be mysell again ; 
111 ne'er o'erput it. — Symon ! 0, Symon ! ! 

[Symon gives him a drink. 

SYMON. 

What ails thee, gowk, to make so loud ado 1 
Ton've wak'd Sir William, he has left his bed. 
He comes, I fear ill-pleas'd ; I hear his tread. 

Enter sm william. 

SIR WILLIAM. 

How goes the night 9 does day>light yet appear ? 
Symon, you're very timeously asteer. 



r« •anj, Sir, tint we're diiliali'd yoor rest ; 
But mmm •mage tUng hM Bftnldjr's ip'nt opprwl, 
He^ HMi MB» vitd^ or vTMUed with a glultt. 

O ! qr 1 dear Sir, in troth, tia m7 true ; 
And I an «ome lo make n^ plaiat to f oa. 

SIS WIUUM, 



Ah ! Sir, the witch ca'd Madh 
That win* aboon the mill amang the ham, 
Fint promii'd that ahe'd help me with her art. 
To gun a bonnj thiawart lanie'a heart. 
As iha liad ti7Bl«d, 1 met wi'er this lught ; 
But may nao friend of mino get ric a fright ! 
For the cunt hag. Instead of dmng me good, 
(The T017 thought o't 's like to freeie my blood !) 
Baia'd ap a ghaist, or dell, I kenna whilk, 
F Iiike a dead corM in sheet a« white aa milk ; 
[' SU(^ faanda it had, and faea aa van as death. 
Y Upon me fast the witch and it feU baith, 
I Lowa'd down mj breeks, while I, like a (creat fool, 
I Was labonr'd aa I wont to be at achooL 
^ Ky heart out of its hool was like to loop, 
I pithless grew with fear, and had nae hope ; 
Till, with an elritch laugh, they vanish 'd qnite. 
Syne I, half dead with anger, fear, and apite. 
Crap up, and fled straight £rae tliem. Sir, to yon. 
Hoping your help to gi'e the deil hia due, 
I'm sure my heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dnnl. 
Til! in a fat tar-barrel Mause bo burnt. 
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BIB WILLIAM. 

Well, Banldy, whate*er 's jtutt shall granted be ; 
Liet Mauae be brought this morning down to me. 

BAULDY. 

Tbanka to yonr honour, soon shall I obey ; 
Hat first 111 Roger raise, and twa three mae. 
To catch her fitft, or she get leave to squeel, 
And cast her cantrips that bring up the deiL 

[Exit Bauldt. 

Snt WILLIAM. 

Troth, Symon, Bauldy's mair afraid than hurt, 
The witch and ghaist have made themselves good sport. 
What siUy notions crowd the clouded mind, 
That is through want of education blind ! 

STMON. 

But does your honomr think there's nae sic thing 
As witches raising deils up through a ring 1 
8yne playing tricks, a thousand I could tell. 
Could never be contrived on this side helL 

SIB WILLIAM. 

Such as the devil's dancing in a moor, 
Amongst a few old women craz'd and poor, 
Who were rejoic'd to see him frisk and lowp 
O'er braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp ; 
Appearing sometimes like a black hom'd cow, 
Aft-times like Bawty, Badrans, or a Sow ; 
Then with his train through airy paths to glide, 
While they on cats, or clowns, or broomsta£b ride ; 
Or in an egg-shell skim out o'er the main, 
To drink their leader's health in France or Spain : 
Then aft by night bumbaze hare-hearted fools, 
"By tumbling down their cupboards, chairs, and stools. 
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Whate'er 'a in spella, or if there witches be, 
Sach whimsies seem the most abraxd to me. 

SYMOK. 

Tis true enough, we ne'er heard that a witch 
Had either meikle sense, or yet was rich : 
But Mause, tho' poor, is a sagacious wife, 
And lives a quiet and very honest life ; 
That gars me think this hobleshew that 's past 
Will end in nothing but a joke at last. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

I'm sure it will, — ^but see increasing light 
Commands the imps of darkness down to night. 
Bid raise my servants, and my horse prepare, 
Whilst I walk out to take the morning air. 

SANG XX. 
Tune—** Bonny grey-ey'd morn.*' 

The bonny grey-ey*d mom begins to peep. 

And darkness flies before the rising ray, 
The hearty hynd starts from his lazy sleep. 

To follow healthfu' labours of the day. 
Without a guilty sting to wrinkle his brow. 

The lark and the linnet 'tend his levee. 
And he joins the concert, driving the plow. 

From toil of grimace and pageantry free. 

While fluster'd with wine, or madden'd with loss 

Of half an estate, the prey of a '^main," 
The drunkard and gamester tumble and toss. 

Wishing for calmness and slumber in vain. 
Be my portion health and quietness of mind, 

Plac'd at a due distance from parties and state ; 
Where neither ambition, nor avarice blind. 

Beach him who has happiness link'd to his fate. 

[ExcunL 
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SCBKX XL 
FI^OLOOOS. 

WhUe Peggy laees op her bofom fair, \ 
With a blue mood Jenny binda up her h^ir N^ 
Gland hy hit momilig in^ tekei a heek ; 
The riling son ihinee motty throni^ the reek ; 
A pipe his moutii, the huMee pleaie his een. 
And now apd then his Joke piann interrene. 



OLAUD. 

I inab, my bairns, it may keep fair till night, 
Ye do not tue so soon to see (he light ; 
Nae doubt i^ow ye inte4d to mix tbe thrang. 
To take your leave of Patrick or he gang ; 
But do you think that now, when he's a laird, 
That he poor landwart laases will regard ? 

Tho' he's young master now, I'm v&ry sure 
He has mair sense than slight auld friends, tho' poor ; 
But yesterday he ga'e us mony a tug. 
And kiss'd my cousin there frae lug to lug. 

OLAUDp 

Ay, ay, nae doubt o't, and he'll do't again ! 
But be advis'd, his company refrain. 
Before, he as a shepherd sought a wife, 
With her to live a chaste and frugal life ; 
But now grown gentle, soon he will forsake 
Sic godly thoughts, and brag of being a rake. 

PSOOT. 

A rake ! what's that ? — Sure, if it means ought ill, 
Hell never be't, else I have tint my skill. 

Q 
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Enter Madge. 

MADOS. 

Haste, haate ye ! We're a' sent for owre the gate^ 
To hear, and help to redd some odd debate 
Tween Maiue and Bauldy, 'bout some witchcraft spell, 
At Symon'a house ; the knight sits judge himseU. 

OLAUD. 

Lend me my stafil Madge, lock the outer door. 
And bring the lasses wi' ye ; 111 step before. 

[Exit Qlaud. 

MADOB. 

Poor Meg I — ^Look, Jemiy, was the like e'er seen ? 
How bleer'd and red with greeting look her een ! 
lliia day her brankan wooer taks his horse, ^ 

To stmt a gentle spark at Edinburgh cross : 
To change his kent cut frae the branchy plane. 
Foot a nice sword, and glancing headed cane ; 
To leave his ram-horn spoons, and kitted whey, 
For gentler tea that smells like new-won hay ; 
To leave the green-sward dance, when we gae milk, 
To Tostle amang the beauties clad in silk. 
But Meg, poor Meg ! maun with the shepherds stay, 
And tak what God will send, in hodden grey. 



PEGGY. 

Dear aunt, what needs ye fash us wi' your scorn ? 
That 'b no my faut that I'm nae gentler bom. 
Gif I the daughter of some laird had been, 
I ne'er had notic'd Patie on the green : 
Now since he rises, why should 1 repine ? 
If he 'b made for another, he'U ne'er be mine : 
And then, the like has been, if the decree 
DetdgOB him mine, I yet his wife may be. 
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MADOS. 

A bonny story, troth ! — ^But we delay'; 
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. 



[Aniiit 



SoBirs tilt 

FBOIiOOUX. 

Sir 'WHIiam fills the twA-enn'd thahf. 

While Symou, Roger, Glsud, mad Maostf, 
Attend, and with kmd Isni^ter hear 

Daft Banldy Uuntly plead hia oanae i— 
For now it'a tell*d him that the iawae 

Was handled by revengefa* liadge, 
Bocaiue he brak good breeding*! laws, 

And with hia nodBense laia'd their x«0e. 

Enter sm william, patie, rooeb, sItmok^ olavd, bauldt, and 

MAUSE. 
SIB WILLIAM. 

And was that all ? — ^WeU, Archibald^ yon was aerr'd 
No otherwise than what ye well deserv*d. 
Was it so small a matter to defame 
And thus abuse an honest woman's name ? 
Besides your going about to have betrayed, 
By perjury, an innocent young maid. 

BAULDY. 

Sir, I confess my faut thro' a' the steps, 
And ne'er again shall be untrue to Neps. 

MAUSB. 

Thus far. Sir, he oblig'd me on the score, 
I ken'd not that they thoi^ght me sic before. 

BAULDY. 

An't like your Honour, 1 believ'd it weel ; 
But troth I was e'en doilt to seek the deil. 
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Yet, ivith your Honour's leaye, tho' she's nae witoh, 

She^ baiih a slee and a revengfa' , 

And that my some place finds. But I had best 
Hand in my tongae, for yonder comes the ghaist, 
And the yoong bonny witch whase rosie cheek 
Sent me without my wit the deil to seek. 

BnUr MADGB^ PBGOT, and jknvt. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

(LooUng at Fbqot.) 

"Whose daoghter's she that wears th' Aorora gown^ 
With face so fair^ and locks a lovely brown ? — 
How sparkling are her eyes ? — What's this I find ! 
The girl brings all my sister to my mind : 
Sodi were the features once adom'd a face. 
Which death too soon depriv'd of sweetest grace. 
Is this your daughter^ Gland I 

OIiAUD. 

Sir, she's my niece ; — 
And yet she's not ; — ^but I should hald my peace. 

Sm WILLIAM. 

This is a contradiction ; what d'ye mean ? — 
She isy and she is not ! — pray^ Glaud, explain. 

OLAUD. 

Because I doubt if I should make appear 
What I have kept a secret thirteen year. 

BCAUSB. 

Ton may reveal what I can fully clear. 

8I& WILLIAM. 

Speak soon ; I'm all impatience. 
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PATIB. 

So am I; 
For much I hope ; and liardly yet know why. 

GLAtTD. 

Then since my master ordersj I obey : — 
This bonny foundling, ae clear mom of May^ 
Close by the lee-side of my door I found, 
All sweet and dean, and carefully hapt round 
In in&nt weeds of rich and gentle make. — 
What could they be (thought I) did thee forsake ? 
Wha, warse than brutes, could leave expoe'd to air 
Sae much of innocence, sae sweetly fair, 
Sae helpless young ; — ^for she appeared to me 
Only about twa towmonds auld to be. 
I took her in my arms — ^the baimie smil'd 
With sic a look wad made a savage mild. 
I hid the story, and she pass'd sincesyne 
As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine. 
Nor do I rue my care about the wean, 
For she's well worth the pains that I have tane. 
Ye see she's bonny ; I can swear she's good, 
And am right sure she's come of gentle blood : — 
Of whom I kenna : — naithing ken I mair. 
Than what 1 to your Honour now declare. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

This tale seems strange ! 

PATIB. 

The tale delights my ear. 

SIR WILLIAM. 

Command your joys, young man, till truth appear. 

MAUSE. 

That be my task.— Now, Sir, bid all be hush ; 
Peggyrmay smile, thou hast no cause to blush. 
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liBDg hsve I wish'd to see tliis happj day, 
Thai I mi^t safely to the tmth give way ; 
Thai I may now Sir William Worthy name 
The best and nearest Mend that she can claim. 
He saw 't at first, and with qnick eye did trace 
fbB sister's beauties in her daughter's face. 

SIB WILUAM. 

Old woman, do not rave ; prove what yon say ; 
daDgeron9 in affiurs like this to play. 



9ATIS. 

What reason, Sir, can an old won^an have 
To teU a lie, when she's sae near her grave ? — 
Bat how or why it should be truth, I grant, 
I eveiything looks like a reason want. 

OMKES. 

The story's odd ! — ^we wish we heard it out, 

SI|l WILLIAM, 

Hake haste, good woman, and resolve each doubt. 

MAUSB. 

(Leading Peoot to Sib William.) 

Sir, view me welL Has fifteen years so plew'd 
A wrinkled face that you have often view'd, 
That here I as an unknown stranger stand, 
Who nurs'd her mother that now holds my hand ? 
Tei stronger proofiB 111 give if you demand. 



8IB wn^AM. 
Ha, honest nurse ! — where were my eyes before ? 
I know thy faithfulness, and need no more : 
Yet from the lab'rinth to lead out my mind, 
Bayj to expose her who was so unkind ? — 

[Sib William embrsoes Fisaar, a^d makes her sit by him.] 
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Tea, surely thoa'rt my niece !— Troth mnii prerail ! — 
But no more worcb tOl Matue relate her taleii 

r4TIB. 

Good nurse, dispatch thy story wing'd with MiMes, 
That I may give my cousin fifty kisses. 

MAUBB. 

Then it was I that sav*d her infant life. 
Her death being threaten'd by an uncle's wife. 
The story's lang : — but 1 the secret knew. 
How they pursu'd with avaricious view 
Her rich estate, of which they're now possest. 
All this to me a confident conf est 
1 heard with horror, and with trembling dread 
They'd smoor the sakeless orphan in her bed. 
That very night, when all were sunk in rest, 
At midnight hour the floor I saftly prest, 
And staw the sleeping innocent away, 
With whom I travelled some few miles ere day. 
All day I hid me ; — when the day was done, 
I kept my journey, lighted by the moon ; 
Till eastward fifty miles I reach'd these plains. 
Where needful plenty glads your cheerful swains. 
For fear of being found out, and to secure 
My charge, I laid her at this shepherd's door ; 
And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I, 
Whate'er should happen to her, might be by. 
Here honest Glaud, himsoll, and Symon may 
Remember well, how I that very day 
Free Roger's father took my little crove. 

OLAUD. 

(With tears of joy running down hiB beard.) 

I well remember* t. — Lord reward your love ! — 
Jjang have 1 wish'd for this ; for aft I thought 
Sic knowledge some time should about be brought. 
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PATIB. 



^TiB now a crime to doubt ! Mj joys are fuU, 
^With due obedience to my parent's will. 
Sir, with paternal love survey her charms ; 
Axid blame me not for rushing to her arms ; 
She'a mine by vows, and would, tho' still unknown, 
Haye been my wife, when I my vows durst own. 



SIB WILLIAM. 

My meoe, my daughter, welcome to my care ; 
Sweet image of thy mother, good and fair ! 
£qiial with Patrick : — ^now my greatest aim 
Shall be to aid your joys, and well-match'd flame. 
My boy, receive her from your father's hand, 
With as good will as either would demand. 

(Path and Peoot embrace, and kneel to Sib William.] 



PATIE. 

With as much joy this blessing I receive, 
Ajb ane wad life that's sinking in a wave. 

SIB WILLIAM. 
(Raiiei them.) 

I give you both my blessing. May your love 
Produce a happy race, and still improve. 



PEOOY. 

My wishes are complete ; my joys arise, 
While I'm half dizzy with the blest surprise ! 
And am I then a match for my ain lad. 
That for me so much generous kindness had ? 
Jjang may Sir William bless these happy plains, 
Happy while heaven grant he on them remains. 

R 
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PAnx. 
Be lang our goardian^ Btill our maitor be. 
Well only crave what you shall please to gi'e ; 
Th' estate be yourSy my Peggy's ane to me. 

OLAUD. 

I hope your Honour now will take amitmls 
Of them l^t sought her life for wicked ends. 

SIS WILLIAM. 

The base unnatural Tillain soon shall know 
That eyes above watch the affiurs below. 
Ill strip him soon of all to her pertains. 
And make him reimburse his iU-got gains. 

PSGOT. 

To me the views of wealth and an estate 
Seem light, when put in balance with my Pate ; 
For his sake only I'll ay thankful bow 
For such a kindness, best of men, to you. 

SYMON. 

What double blythness wakens up this day ! — 
I hope now, sir, youll no soon haste away. 
Shall I unsaddle your horso, and gar prepare 
A dinner for ye of hale country fare ? 
See how much joy unwrinklcs every brow, 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you ; 
Even Bauldy, the bewitch'd, has quite forgot 
Fell Madge's tawse, and pawky Mause's plot. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

Kindly old man ! remain with you this day ! 
I never from these fields again will stray. 
Masons and wrights shall soon my house repair. 
And busy gardeners shall new planting rear ; 
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My fMXhex^B hearty table booh yoall see 
Restored, and my best friends xejoioe with ma 



STMON. 

ThaVs the best news Fve heard this twenty year ; 
New day breaks up^ — trough times begin to dear. 

GLAUD. 

God save the king ! and save Sir William lang 
To enjoy their ain, and raise the shepherd's sang ! 

BOOEB. 

Wha winna danoe ? Wha will refuse to sing ? 
What shepherd's whistle winna lilt the spring ? 

BAULDY. 

I'm friends with Manse ; with veiy Madge I'm gree'd ; 
Altho' they skelpit me when woodly fleid. 
I'm now fa' blyth^ and frankly can forgive 
To join and sing^ — ** Lang may Sir William live !" 

MADOB. 

Lang may he live I And, Bauldy, learn to steek 
Tonr gab a wee, and think before ye speak ; 
And never ca' her aold that wants a man, 
Else ye may yet some witch's fingers ban.^ 
This day 111 with the youngest of you rant. 
And brag for ay that I was ca'd the aunt 
Of our young lady, my dear bonny bairn ! 

PBOOY. 

No other name I'll ever for you learn. 
And^ my good nurse, how shall I gratofu' be 
For a' thy matchless kindness done for me 1 
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liAUSB. 

The flowing pleasure of this happy day 
Doea folly all I can require repay. 

Sm WILLIAM. 

To faiihful Symon, and^ kind Glaud, to you. 
And to your heirs, I give in endless feu 
The mailens ye possess, as justly due. 
For acting like kind fathers to the pair, 
Who have enough besides, and these can spare. 
Mause, in my house in calmness dose your days. 
With nought to do but sing your Maker's praise. 

OMHES. 

The Lord of heaven return your Honour^s love, 
Confirm your joys, and a' your blessings roove ! 

PATIB. 

(Presenting Booeb to SiB William.) 

Sir, here's my trusty friend that always shar'd 
My bosom secrets, ere I was a laird. 
Glaud's daughter, Janet, (Jenny, think nae shame), 
Kais'd and maintains in him a lover's flame. 
Lang was he dumb, at last he spak and won. 
And hopes to be our honest uncle's son ; 
Be ploas'd to speak to Glaud for his consent. 
That nane may wear a face of discontent. 

SIB WILLIAM. 

My son's demand is fair. Glaud, let me crave 
That trusty Roger may your daughter have 
With frank consent ; and while he does remain 
Upon these fields, I make him chamberlain. 

GLAUD. 

You crowd your bounties. Sir I — what can we say, 
But that we're dyvours that can ne'er repay ? — 
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Whate*er your Honour wills I shall obey. 
Boger^ my daughter with my blessing take^ 
And stin our master's right your business make ; 
X^eaae him^ be faithful, and this auld grey head 
Shall nod with quietness down among the dead. 

BOOKS. 

I ne'er was good at speaking a' my days, 
Or ever loo*d to make o'er great a fndse ; 
Hut for my master, father, and my wife, 
I will employ the cares of all my life. 

Snt WILLIAM. 

My friends, I'm satisf/d you'll all behave, 
£ach in his station, as I'd wish or crave. 
Be ever virtuous, soon or late yell find 
Reward and satisfaction to your mind. 
The maze of life sometimes looks dark and wild. 
And oft when hopes are highest we're beguil'd ; 
Aft when we stand on brinks of dark despair 
Some happy turn with joy dispels our care. 
Now all's at rights, who sings best let me hear. 

PSGOY. 

When you demand, I readiest should obey. 
Ill sing you ane, — ^the newest that I hae. 

SANG XXI. 

TuHB— "Com-riggB are bonny." 

My Patie is a lover gay. 

His mind is never muddy. 
His breath is sweeter than new hay, 

His face is fair and ruddy ; 
His shape is handsome, — ^middle size, — 

He's comely in his wauking, 




BAHUVa POUB. 

The ahrning of hia een Borprise, 
'Tia heaven to hear him tanking, 

I^ai night, I met him on a bavk 

Where yellow com was growing. 
There, monj a kdndlf word he apak 

That aet mjr heart a-glowing. 
He kisa'd, and Tow'd he wad be mine, 

And liMt'd me beat of ony ; 
That gan me like to sing nnqme, — 

O oom-ricga are bonny I 



Let lassea of a silly mind 

Refuse what maist they're wanting, 
Since wo for yielding were detdgn'd. 

We chaatcly shonld be granting. 
Then I'll comply and marry Pate, 

And ayne niy cocliemony 
He'a free to touzle air and late. 

Where com-rigga are bonny. 




L Y R I C. 



XI. 



THE DEDICATION 

PRBFIXXD TO 

THE TEA-TABLE MISCELLANY; 

A COLLECTION OF SONGS, 

From wKvSk (he ffMovuing, composed hy Allan Ramsay, are 

extracted, 

1724-1727. 

Behold, and liflten, while the fair 
Breaks in sweet sounda the willing air, 
And with her own breath fans the fire 
Whieh her bright eyes do ftrst Inapire : 
What reason can that love control. 
Which more than one way courts the soul ? 



TO 

Ilka lovely British lass, 

Frae ladies Charlotte, Anne, and Jean, 
Down to ilka bonny singing Bess 

Wha dances barefoot on the green. 



E. W. 



DxAB Lasses, 
YouB most humble slave, 

Wha ne*er to serve you shall decline, 
Kneeling wad your acceptance crave, 
When he presents this sma' propine :- 

s 
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Then take it kiniUy to yma can, 
JteviTe it with your tuuefa' ootw ; 

Ita beantioB will look iweet and fair, 
Ariaing ukfUy thro' your tliroAtB. 

The wanton wee thing will rejoice, 
When tented by a iparkling eye. 

The Bpinnet tinkling with her TOIM, 
It lying nu her loToly knee. 

While kettles dringe on ingles dour, 

Or olaaheB stay the luy lass, 
Their iangs may ward ye frae the sour. 

And ggjly vacant minuteH pau. 

E'en while tha tea's filled reeking round, 
Rather than plot a tender tongue, 

Treat a' the circling lugs wi' sound, 
Sfne Bafely sip when ye bare aung. 

May happineu baud up your hearts, 
And warm ye lang with loving fires ! 

May powers propitioua play their ports, 
In matching you U) your desirca ! 



_rx 



WINE AXD MUSir. 
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ZII. 

WINE AND MUSIC. 
1721. 

8TM0X. 

O Colin ! how dull i8*t to be, 

When a soul is Binlring wi' pain, 
To one who is pained like me ; 
My life's grown a load, 
And my faculties nod. 

While I sigh for cold Jeanie in vaio. 
By beauty and scorn I am slain. 

The wonnd it is mortal and deep, 
My pnlses beat low in each vein. 

And threaten eternal sleep. 



COLIN. 

Come, hare are the best cures for thy wounds ; 

O boy, the cordial bowl ! 

With soft harmonious sounds ; 
Wounds ! these can cure all wounds, 

With soft harmonious sounds. 

And pull of the cordial bowL 
O Symon ! sink thy care, and tune up thy drooping soul. 



Above, the gods beinly bouze. 

When round they meet in a ring ; 
They cast away care, and carouse 
Their nectar, while they sing. 
Then drink and cheerfully sing, 
These make the blood circle fine ; 
Strike up the music. 
The safest physic. 
Compounded with sparkling wine. 
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HORACE TO VntQUi. 

O Ctpbiak goddess ! twinkle dear, 
And Helen's lirithers aj appear ; 
Te stars wha shed a lucky lights 
Anqpidons ay keep in a sight. 
King .^Bol, giant a tjrdie tiily 
But boast the blasts that rudely whizL 
Dear ship, be canny with your care. 
At Athens land my Yiigil fair, 
Syne soon and safe, baith lith and spaul. 
Bring hame the tae haff o' my sauL 

Daring and unco* stout he was. 
With hearfc hool'd in three sloughs of brass, 
Whalventur'd first on the rough sea 
With hempen branks and horse of tree. 
Wha in the weak machine durst ride 
Thro' tempests and a rairing tide ; 
Not clinty craigs, nor hurricane • 
That drives the Adriatic main. 
And gars the ocean gowl and quake, 
Could e'er a soul sae sturdy shake. 
The man wha could sic rubs win o'er, 
Without a wink, at death might glow'r, 
Wha, unooncem'd, can take his sleep 
Amang the monsters of the deep. 

Jove vainly twin'd the sea and eard, 
Since mariners are not afraid 
With laws of nature to dispense. 
And impiously treat Providence. 
Audacious men at nought will stand, 
When vicious passions have command. 
Prometheus ventur'd up, and staw 
A lowan coal frae heav'n's high ha' ; 
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Unsonfly theft, which fevers brought 
In bikes, which fowks like sybows bought ; 
Then death, erst slaw, began to ling, 
And fast as haps to dart his sting. 
Neist, Dedalns must contradict 
Katnre, forsooth, and feathers stick 
Upon his back, syne upward streek, 
And in at Jove's high winnocks keek ; 
While Hercules, wi's timber-mell, 
Flays rap upo' the yates of helL 

What is't man winna ettle at ? 
E'en wi' the gods hell bell the cat. 
Tho' Jove be very laith to kill. 
They winna let his bowt lye still. 



XIV. 

AN ODE TO MR. F- 
1721. 



Now gowans sprout and lavrocks sing. 
And welcome west winds warm the spring. 
O'er hill and dale they saftly blaw. 
And drive the winter's cauld awa. 
The ships, lang gyzen'd at the peer. 
Now spread their sails and smoothly steer ; 
The nags and nowt hate wissen'd strae, 
And frisking to the fields they gae ; 
Nor hinds wi' elson and hemp lingle, 
Sit soloing shoon out o'er the ingle. 
Now bonny haughs their verdure boast, 
That late were dad wi' snaw and frost. 
With her gay train, the Paphian queen 
By moonlight dances on the green ; 
She leads, while nymphs and graces sing, 
And trip around the fairy ring. 
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Meantime, poor Yulcaiiy hard at thrift, 
Gets mony a sair and heavy lift. 
Whilst rinnen down, hia haff-blind lada 
Blaw up the fire, and thump the gads. 

Now leave your fitsted on the dew. 
And busk yersell in habit new ; 
Be gratef u' to the guiding pow'zs, 
And blythly spend your easy hours. 

O canny F ! tutor time, 

And live as lang's y're in your prime ; 

That ill-bred Death has nae regard 

To king or cottar, or a laird. 

As soon a castle hell attack, 

As wa's of divots, roofd wi' thaok. 

Immediately, we'll a' take flight 

Unto the mirk realms of night. 

As stories gang, with ghaists to roam 

In gloomy Pluto's gousty dome ; 

Bid fair good-day to pleasure, syno 

Of bonny lasses and red wine. 

Then deem ilk little care a crime, 
Dares waste an hour of precious time ; 
And since our life's sae unco short. 
Enjoy it a', ye've nae mair for't. 



XV. 

AN ODE TO THE PH . 

1721. 

Look up to Pentland's tow'ring top. 
Buried beneath great wreaths of snaw, 

O'er ilka cleugh, ilk scar, and slap, 
As high as ony Roman wa'. 
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Driving their baws frae whins or tee, 

There's no nae gowfer to be seen, 
Nor donsser fowk wysin^ a-jee 

The byast bonis on Tamson's green. 

Then fling on ooals, and ripe the ribs. 
And beek the house baith but and ben, 

That mutchkin stoup it hands but dribs, 
Then let's get in the tappit hen. 

Good claret best keeps out the cauld, 

And drives away the winter soon ; 
It makes a man baith gash and bauld. 

And heaves his saul beyond the moon. 

Leave to the gods your ilka care, 

If that they think us worth their while 

They can a* rowth of blessings spare, 
Which will our fasheous fears beguile. 

For what they have a mind to do, 
That will they do, should we gang wud ; 

If they command the storms to blaw. 
Then upo* sight the hailstanes thud. 

But soon as e'er they cry — " Be quiet," 
The blatt'ring winds dare nae mair move, 

But oour into their caves, and wait 
The high command of supreme Jove. 

Let neist day come as it thinks fit. 

The present minute 's only ours ; 
On pleasure let's employ our wit. 

And laugh at fortune's feckless powers. 

Be sure ye dinna quat the grip 
Of ilka joy when ye are young, 
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[Ipefore auld age your yitals nip. 
And lay ye twaCald o'er a mug. 

Sweet youth's a blyth and heartaome time ; 

Then^ lada and laasesy while it'a May, 
Gae poQ the gowan in its prime 

Before it wither and decay. 

Watch the aaft minntea of delyte . 

When Jenny apeaka beneath her hroath. 
And kiBseB, laying b? the wyte 

On you, if she keap coy akaith. 

" Haith, ye're iU-bred," ahell amiling aay, 
" Yell worry me, yon greedy rook ;*• 
Syne frae your arma Bhe'U rin away. 
And hide herseU in some dark nook. 

Her laugh will lead you to the place 
Where lies the happiness you want. 

And plainly tells you to your face 
Nineteen nay says are ha'f a grant. 

Now to her heaving bosom ding. 

And sweetly toolie for a kiss, 
Frae her fair finger whop a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliss. 

These bennisons, I'm very sure, 
Are of the gods* indulgent grant ; 

Then, surly carles, whisht, — forbear 
To plague us with your whining cant. 
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XVI. 

A BALLAD OK BOKNT KATE. 

1728. 

CiAaBy IK)et8, your cuiming deruing 
Of liiymes that low beauties o'er-rate ; 

They all, like the stars at the riung 
Of PhcBbus, mnst yield to &ir Kate. 

We sing, and we think it our duty 
To admire the kind blessings of fate. 

That has &your'd the earth with such beauty 
As shines so divinely in Kate. 

In her smiles^ in her features and glances, 

The graces shine forth in full state. 
While the god of love dang'rously dances 

On the neck and white bosom of Kate. 

How straight, how well-tum'd and genteel, are 
Her limbs ! and how graceful her gait ! 

Their hearts made of stone or of steel are, 
That are not adorers of Kate. 

But ah ! what a sad palpitation 

Feels the heart, and how simple and blate 
Must he look, almost dead with vexation. 

Whose love is fixt hopeless on Kate ? 

Had I all the charms of Adonis, 

And galeons freighted with plate. 
As Solomon wise, I'd think none is. 

So worthy of all as dear Kate. 

Ah ! had she for me the same passion, 

I'd tune the lyre early and late ; 
The sage's song on his Circassian 

Should yield to my sonnets on Kate. 

His pleasure each moment shall blossom 
Unfading, gets her for his mate ; 

T 



I 
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Hell grasp ev'ry blin in hia bosoms 
That's linked by Hymen to Kate. 

Pale Enyy may raise up false atorieay 
And hell may prompt malice and hate ; 

But nothing shall sally their glories 
Who are shielded with virtue like Kate. 

lliis name," say ye, *' many a lass has, 
*' And t' apply it may raise a debate ;" 
But sure he as duU as an ass is, 
That cannot join Cochran to Kate. 



ti 



zvn. 
TO DR. J. 0. 

WHO GOT THE FOREGOENO TO GIVE THE TOUKO LADT. 

Hebe, happy Doctor, take this sonnet, 
Bear to the fair the faithful strains ; 

Bow, make a leg, and doff your bonnet. 
And get a kiss for Allan's pains. 

For such a ravishing reward, 
The Cloud-Compeller's self would try 

To imitate a British bard, 
And bear his ballads from the sky. 



XVIII. 

AN ODE ON DRINKING. 

Hence every thing that can 
Disturb the quiet of man ! 

Be blyth, my soul, 

In a full bowl 

Drown thy care. 

And repair 

The vital stream. 
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Since life's a dream. 

Let wine abound, 

And healths go round, 

Well sleep more sound ; 
And let the dull, unthinking mob pursue 
Each endless wish, and still their oare renew. 



THE LAST TIME I CAME O'ER THE MOOR. 

Thv last time I came o'er the moor, 

I left my love behind me. 
Te pow'ra ! what x>ain do I endure, 
. When soft ideas mind me ! 
Soon as the ruddy mom display'd 

The beaming day ensuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid. 

In fit retreats for wooing. 

Beneath the cooling shade we lay. 

Grazing and chastely sporting ; 
We kifls'd and promised time away, 

Till night spread her black curtain. 
I pity'd all beneath the skies. 

E'en kings, when she was nigh me ; 
Li raptures I beheld her eyes. 

Which could but ill deny me. 

Should I be call'd where cannons roar, 

Where mortal steel may wound me ; 
Or cast upon some foreign shore, 

Where dangers may surround me ; 
Yet hopes again to see my lore, 

To feast on glowing kisses, 
Shall make my cares at distance move. 

In prospect of such blisses. 



1 
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In all my sonl there's not one place 

To let a rival enter ; 
Since she excels in ev'iy grace, 

In her my love shall centre. 
Sooner the seas shall cease to flow. 

Their waves the Alps shall cover. 
On Greenland ice shall roses grow. 

Before I cease to love her. 

The next time I go o'er the moor, 

She shall a lover find me ; 
And that my faith is firm and pure, 

Tho' I left her behind me. 
Then Hymen's sacred bonds shall chain 

My heart to her fair bosom, 
There, while my being does remain, 

My love more fresh shall blossom. 



XX. 

THE LASS OF PATIE'S MILL. 

The lass of Patie's mill. 

So bonny, blyth, and gay, 
In spite of all my skill, 

She stole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay. 

Bareheaded on the green. 
Love 'midst her locks did play, 

And wanton'd in her een. 

Her arms white, round, and smooth. 
Breasts rising in their dawn. 

To age it would give youth 
To press 'em with his hand. 

Thro' all my spirits ran 

^ An ecstasy of bliss, 
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When I such sweetneoB fand 
Wrapt in a balmy Idas. 

Without the help of art, 

like flowen which f^raoe the wild, 
She did her sweets impart 

Whene'er she spoke or smil'd. 
Her looks they were so mild, 

Free from affected pride, 
She me to love begoil'd, — 

I wish'd her for my bride. 

had I aU the wealth 

Hopeton's high mountains* fill, 
Insur'd lang life and health, 

And pleasure at my will ; 
rd promise and fulfil 

That none but bonny she, 
The lass of Patie's miU, 

Should share the same wi' me. 



YE WATCHFUL GUARDIANS OF THE FAIR. 

Te watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who skiff on wings of ambient air. 
Of my dear Delia take a care. 

And represent her lover 
M^th all the gaiety of youth, 
With honour, justice, love, and truth, — 
Till I return her passions sooth, 

For me in whispers move her. 



TlilrtF'three milM Bouth-west of Edinburgh, where the Earl of Homton's 
of gold and lead are. ^ 




tW ivtww mmTs w avpfe mine. 



THE VELXOW HAIRED LADDIE. 

l:t April, when priuKom paint the sweet pUin, 
And avUDmer ftppruichuig T«joic«th the airain, 
The yeUow-hur*)! laddie would oftentimes go 
To wilda and deep glens where the hawthoTn trees grow. 

There, under the shade of an old sacred thorn. 
With freedom he sang his loves ev'niug and mem ; 
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He aaog with so soft and enehantmg a loimdy 
That BylyaoB and fairiea nnaeeii dano'd aronnd. 

The ahepherd thus smig : — ^Tho' young Maya be fair. 
Her beauty ia daah'd with a Bcomful proud air ; 
But Siune was handsome, and sweetly could sing, 
Her breathy like the breeaes, perfom'd in the apring. 

That Madia in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
like the moon was inconstant, and never spoke truth ; 
Bat Susie was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 
And fair as the goddess who sprung from the sea. 

That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dowV, 
Was awkwardly auy, and frequently sour : 
Then aighing, he wish'd, would parents agree, 
The witty sweet Susie his mistress might be. 



XXIII. 

NANNY O. 



Whujb some for pleasure pawn their health, 

Twixt Lais * and the bagnio, 
111 save myself, and without stealth 

Kiss and caress my Nanny ^. 
She bids more fair to engage a Jove, 

Than Leda did or Danae O t 
Were I to paint the queen of love, 

None else should sit but Nanny O. 

How joyfully my spirits rise, 

When dancing she moves finely O ; 

I guess what heav'n is by her eyes. 
Which sparkle so divinely O. 



* A famous Corinthian courttsan. 

t Two beaattes to whom Jove made love ; to one iu the figure of a swan, to the 
otiier in a golden shower. 




KAlIUT^l roxm. 

Atldnd my tow, ye goda, whilo I 
Bratlie in *Ti« Uaat Brit4iuuo. 
None'* luppinMa I ahall eiiTy, 
As long** fB gnnt me Nanny O. 
Chonu. 
V.J bonny bonnj Nanny O, 
My loring ohaimlng Nanny 0, 
I oan not Uio' tha wodd do know 
How deaily I love Nanjiy O. 



BONNT JEAN. 



Loyk'b goddeu, in a myrtle grove, 

Said, " Cupid, bend thy boT with speed, 
Nor let the shaft at random rove, 

For Jenny's haughty heart must bleed." 
The smiling boy, with divine art, 

From Paphoa shot an arrov keen. 
Which flew unerring to the heart, 

And kill'd the pride ot bonny Jean. 

No more the nymph, with haughty air, 

Refusea Willie's kind address ; 
Her yielding bluibes shew no oare, 

But too much fondness to supprsBS. 
No more the youth is sullen now, 

But looks the gayest on the green, 
Whilst every day he apiea some new 

Suiprising diarms in bonny Jean. 

A thousand transports crowd his breast. 
He moves as light as Beeting wind, 

Hia former sorrows seem a jest, 

Now when hia Jeanie is turn'd kind. 
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Itiches he looks on with disdain, 

The glorious fields of war look mean. 
The cheerful hound and horn give pain, 

If absent from his bonny Jean. 

The day he spends in am'rous gaze. 

Which, e'en in summer, shortened seems, 
When sunk in down, with glad amaze. 

He wonders at her in his dreams. 
All charms disdos'd, she looks more bright 

Than Troy's fair prize — the Spartan queen ; 
With breaking day, he lifts his sight 

And pants to be with bonny Jean. 



XXV. 

AULD LANGSYNB. 



Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

Tho' they return with scan ? 
These are the noblest hero's lot 

Obtained in glorious wars. 
Welcome, my Varo,* to my breast. 

Thy arms about me twine. 
And make me once again as blest 

As I was langsyne. 

Methinks around us on each bough 

A thousand Cupids play. 
Whilst thro' the groves I walk with you, 

Each object makes me gay. 
Since your return, the sun and moon 

With brighter beams do shine. 
Streams murmur soft notes while they run, 

As they did langsyne. 

Despise the court and din of state ; 
Let that to their share fall 

u 
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'Who now oonyerted was to trath ; 

And thus she sang, and thus she sung : — 

** Blest days when oar ingennooB sex 

More frank and kind, more frank and kind, 
Did not their loVd adorers yex. 

But spoke their mind, but spoke their mind. 
Repenting now, she promis'd fair. 

Would he return, would he return, 
She ne'er again would give him care. 

Or cause to mourn, or cause to mourn. 

Why loy*d I the deserving swain, 

Tet still thought shame, yet still thought shame, 
When he my yielding heart did gain. 

To own my flame, to own my flame ? 
Why took I pleasure to torment. 

And seem'd too coy, and seem'd too coy ? 
Which makes me now, alas ! lament 

My slighted joy, my slighted joy. 

Te fair, while beauty's in its spring, 

Own your desire, own your desire. 
While Love's young power with his soft wing 

Fans up the fire, fans up the fire. 
O do not with a silly pride. 

Or low design, or low design. 
Refuse to be a happy bride. 

But answer plain, but answer plain." 

Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime 

With flowing eyes, with flowing eyes ; 
Glad Jamie heard her all the time 

With sweet surprise, with sweet surprise. 
Some god had led him to the grove. 

His mind unchang'd, his mind unchanged, — 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd — ** My love, 

I am reveng'd, I am revenged." 



156 kamsay's poems. 

XXVII. 

LOVE'S CURE. 
TUNB— "Peggy, I must lore thee.** 
As from a rock, past all relief. 

The shipwrecked Colin spying 
His native home, o'eroome with grief, 

Half sunk in wayes, and dying ; 
With the next morning sun he spies 
A ship, which gives unhop'd surprise. 
New life springs up, he lifts his eyes 

With joy, and waits her motion, — 

So when, by her whom I long lov*d, 
I 8com*d was and deserted, 

Low with despair my spirits mov*d 
To be for ever parted. 

Thus drooped I, till diviner grace 

I found in Peggy's mind and face ; 

Ingratitude appeared then base, 
But virtue more engaging. 

Then, now, since happily I've hit, 

I'll have no more delaying ; 
Let beauty yield to manly wit. 

We lose ourselves in staying : 
I'll haste dull courtship to a close 
Since marriage can my fears oppose, 
Why should we happy minutes lose. 
Since, Peggy, I must love thee ? 

Men may be foolish, if they please, 

And deem't a lover's duty 
To sigh and sacrifice tlieir ease, 
Doating on a proud beauty : 
Such was my case for many a year, 
Still hope succeeded to my fear, 
False Betty's charms now disappear 
Since Peggy's far outshine them. 
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XXVIII. 

BSSST BELL AND MARY GRAY. 

0, Besst Bell and Mary Gray ! 

They are twa bonny lasses ; 
They bigg'd a bower on yon bnmbrae, 

And iheck'd it o*er with rashes. 
Fair Bessy Bell I loo'd yestreen, 

And thought I ne*er could alter ; 
Bat Mary Gray's twa pawky een 

They gar my fancy falter. 

Now Bessy's ^hair 's like a lint tap, 

She smiles like a May morning, 
When Phoebus starts frae Thetis* lap 

The lulls with rays adorning. 
White is her neck, saft is her hand, 

Her waist and feet's fou genty, 
With ilka grace she can command, 

Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 

And Mary's lodu are like the craw. 

Her eyes like diamonds' glances ; 
She's ay sae clean redd up and braw. 

She kills whene'er she dances. 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will. 

She blooming, tight, and tall is ; 
And guides her airs sae gracefu' still,— 

O Jove ! she's like thy Pallas. 

Dear Bessy Bell and Mary Gray, 

Ye unco sair oppress us. 
Our fancies jee between you twae, — 

Ye are sic bonny lasses. 
Wae's me ! for baith I canna get, 

To ane by law we're stinted ; 
Then I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 

And be with ane contented. 
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THE YOUNG LAIRD AND EDmSURGH KATY. 

Now wat ye wlia I met yeBtreen 

Coming down the street, my jo ? 
My nuBtress, in her tartan Bcreen, 

Fou bonny, braw, and sweet, my jo. 
'' My dear," (quoth I), '' thanks to the night, 

That never wished a lover ill ; 
Since ye're out of your m^ther^s c^ht 

Let's tak a walk up to the hiU. 

" O Katy ! wiltu gang wi' me, 

And leave the dinsome town awhile ? 
The blossom 's sprouting frae the tree 

And a' the simmer's gawn to smile. 
The mavis, nightingale, and lark, — 

The bleating lambs and whistling hynd, — 
In ilka dale, green, shaw, and park, 

Will nourish health, and glad ye'r mind. 

" Soon as the clear goodman of day 

Does bend his morning draught of dew, 
We'll gae to some bumside and play, 

And gather flow'rs to busk ye'r brow. 
We'll pou the daisies on the green, 

The lucken gowans frae the bog ; 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 

And sport upo' the velvet fog. 

There's up into a pleasant glen, 

A wee piece frae my father's tower, 
A canny, saft, and flow'ry den, 

Which circling birks has form'd a bower 
Whene'er the sun grows high and warm, 

We'll to the cawler shade remove ; 
There will I lock thee in mine arms, 

And love and kiss, and kiss and love. 
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KATY'S ANSWER. 

My mither's ay glowran o*er me, 
Though she did the same before me ; 

I canna get leave 

To look to my loye. 
Or else ahell be like to deyotir me. 

Bight fain wad I take ye'r offer, 
Sweet Sir, but 111 tine my tocher ; 
Then, Sandy, ye'll fret, 
And wyte ye'r poor Kate, 
Whene'er ye keek in yonr toom coffer. 

For though my father has plenty 
Of siller and plenishing dainty. 

Yet he's unco sweer 

To twin wi' his gear ; 
And sae we hae need to be tenty. 

Tutor my parents wi' caution. 

Be wylie in ilka motion ; 
Brag well o' ye'r land, 
And there's my leal hand; 

Win them. 111 be at your devotion. 



MARY SCOTT. 

Hafft's the love which meets return, 
When in soft flames souls equal burn ; 
Bat words are wanting to discover 
The torments of a hopeless lover. 
Ye r^;isters of heav'n, relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of fate. 
Did you there see, marked for my marrow, 
Mary Scott, the flower of Yarrow ? 
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Ah, no ! her form 's too heay*nly fair, 
Her love the gods above must share, 
While morttils with despair explore her. 
And at a distance due adore her. 
O, lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bless me with a smile ; 
Alas ! if not, you'll soon debar a 
Sighing swain the banks of Yarrow. 

Be hush, ye fears ! I'll not despair, 
My Mary's tender as she's fair ; 
Then I'll go tell her all my anguish, 
She IB too good to let me languish. 
With success crown'd, I'll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the sky ; 
When Mary Scott's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradise on Yarrow. 



XXXII. 

O'ER BOGIE. 



I WILL awa wi' my love, ' 

I will awa wi' her, 
Tho' a' my kin had sworn and said 

I'll o'er Bogie wi' her. 
If I can get but her consent, 

I dinna care a strae 
Tho' ilka ane be discontent, 

Awa wi' her I'll gae. 
I icUl aicrt, cCr. 

For now she's mistress of my heart, 

And worthy of my hand, 
And, well I wat, we shanna part 

For siller or for land. 
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• 

Lei rakes delyte to swear and drink. 

And beaux admire fine lace. 
But my chief plessnre is to blink 

On Bessy's bonny face. 
I wiU ttwa, dtc 

There a' the beaaties do oombiney 

Of oolonr, traits, and air. 
The sanl that sparkles in her een 

Makes her a jewel rare ; 
Her flowing wit gives shining life 

To a' her other charms ; 
How blest 111 be when she's my wife, 

And locked up in my arms. 
I wiU (woa, dc 

There blythly will I rant and sing 

While o'er her sweets 1 range, 
m cry — " Your humble servant, king, 

Shamefa' them that wad change. 
A kiss of Betty and a smile, 

Ab'eet ye wad lay down 
The right ye hae to Britain's isle. 

And offer me your crown. 
I wiU awa, de. 



O'ER THE MOOR TO MAGGY. 

AiTD 111 o'er the moor to Maggy, 
'Her wit and sweetness call me, 

Then to my fair 111 show my mind. 
Whatever may befall me. 

V 
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• 

If the loye mirUiy I'll learn to nag ; 

Or likes the Nine to f olloWy 
111 lay my lugs in Pindiu* apriiigy 

And invocate Apollo. 

If she admire a martial mind, 

111 sheath my limbs in armour ; 
If to the softer dance indin'd. 

With gayest airs I'll chann her ; 
If she love grandeur, day and night 

I'll plot my nation's glory, 
Find favour in my prince's sight. 

And shine in future story. - 

Beauty can wonders work with ease. 

Where wit is corresponding, 
And bravest men know best to please 

With coinplaisaiice abounding. 
My bonny Maggy *s love can turn 

Me to what shape she pleases. 
If in her breast that flame shall bum, 

Whicli in my bosom bleezes. 



XXXIY. 

I'LL NEVER LEAVE THEE. 

JONNY. 

Tho' for seven years and mair honour should reave me 
To fields where cannons rair, tliou ncedna grieve thee ; 
For deep in my spirit thy sweets are indented. 
And love shall preserve ay what love has imprinted. 
Leave thee, leave thee ! I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, dearest, believe me. 
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NXLLT. 

rpna y. I'm jealona whene'er ye discoyer 
My^sentimenta yielding, ye'll torn a loose rover ; 
And nought i' the warld wad vex my heart sairer. 
If you prove inconstant, and fancy ane fairer. 
G rieve me^j gjevfljne ! Oh, it wad grieve me 
A' the langnight and day, if you deceive me. 

JONNY, 

My Nelly, let never sic fancies oppress thee, 
For while my blood's warm I'll kindly caress ye ; 
Tonr blooming saft beauties first beeted love's fire, 
Tour virtue and wit make it flame ay the higher. 
Leave thee, leave thee ! Ill never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, dearest, believe me. 

NELLY. 

Then, Jonny, I'll frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your mistress, for love gars me trow ye ; 
And gin ye prove false, to ye'rsell be it said then, 
Ye'll win but sma' honour to wrang a kind maiden. 
Reave me, reave me, heav'ns ! it wad reave me 
Of my rest night and day, if ye deceive me. 

JONNY. 

Bid icicles hammer red gauds on the studdy, 
And fair simmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy ;^ 
Bid Britons think ae gate ; and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time, believe I'll betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee ! Ill never leave thee, 
The Stan shall gang withershins e'er I deceive thee. 




FOLWABT ON THE QBEEN. 
At PoIw^ cm Uu green 

If Tonll meet me the mom, 
When liMee do coUTeiM 

To danoQ mboat the thorn, 
A kindly ireloome ye ihaU meet 

Fne hue vlw like* to view 
A loTer and t kd complete^ 

^le Ud and lorer yon. 

I<et dortf damee Hj na, 

Aj Ui^ aa e'er they ^eaie, 
Seem canlder than the ana', 

While inwardly they bleete ; 
But I will frankly ihaw my mind, 

Ahd yield my heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the captive kind, 

That UngB na to be fiee. 
At Polwart on the green, 

Amang the new-mawn hay^ 
With aanga and dancing keen. 

Well pMS the heartaome day ; 
At night, if beda be o'er thrang laid. 

And thou be twin'd of thine, 
Thou ahalt be welcome, my dew lad, 

To take a part of mine. 



JOHN HAY'S BONNY LASSIE. 
Sf unooth winding Tay a awain was reclining, 
Aft ory'd h»—" hey ! maun I BtiU living pining 
Hyaall thua away, and dama diacover 
To my bonny Hay that I am her lover. 



« 
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Nfte mair it will hide^ — the flame waxes stranger, — 
If she's net my bride, my days are nae langer ; 
Then 111 take a heart, and try at a venture, 
May be, ere we part, my vows may content her. 

She's fresh as the Spring, and sweet as Aurora, 
When birds mount and sing, bidding day a good morrow ; 
The sward of th e mead, enamell ed with dain^ 
Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her graces. 

" But if she appear where verdures invite her, 
The fountains run dear, and flowers smell the sweeter ; 
Tib heaven to be by when her wit is a-flowing. 
Her amiles and bright eyes set my spirits a-glowing. 

** The mair that I gaze the deeper I'm wounded. 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded ; 
I*m all in a fire, dear maid, to caress ye, 
For a' my desire is Hay's bonny lassie." 



xxxvu. 

GENTY TIBBY AND SONSY NELLY. 

TiBBT has a store of charms. 
Her genty shape our fancy warms. 
How starkly can her sma' white arms 

Fetter the lad wha looks but at her ! 
Frae ande to her slender waist 

These sweets concealed invite to dawt her, 
Her rosy cheek and rising breast 

Gar ane's mouth gush bowt fou' o' water. 

Kelly's gawsy, saft and gay, 
Fres h as the l ucken flowers in May, 
nk ane that sees her, cries — " Ah hey ! 
She's bonny, O I wonder at her ! 



t».-»illnill.. 
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tte ^ it be wak \ia* pm-viaoa, 
1 crs T^ nbo- 1^ my lane, 

Ix jcvapect plana aod fmiliaa. 



rp nr the ahl 

K^iT tlM om'* gane out o' sight, 
Sef\ d « JTBti^ -and mngUie lirfit ; 
In glena thc fairiea ' ^JP *"** danoe, 
&nd iriich«a wallop o'er to PntoM. 

Tp in the air. 

On my bonny grey mare. 
And I see her yet, and I see her yet. 

Up in, dx. 
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The wind's drifting hail and sna' 
Cer frozen hags like a footba', 
Kae starpfl lieok tluu* the azure slit, 
Tib cauld and mirk as ony pit. 

The man i' the moon / 

la caroiuing aboon, ' 
jy ye see, d' ye see^ d' ye see him yet 7 

The man, dbc 

Take your glaas to clear your een, 
'Tis the elixir hales the spleen, 
Baith wit and mirth it will inspire, 
And gently puff the lover's fire. 

Up in the air, 

It drives away care ; 
Ha'e wi* ye, ha'e wi' ye, and ha'e wi' ye, lads, yet, 

Up in, ike, 

Steek the doors, keep out the frost, 
Come, Willy, gi'e's about ye'r toast ; 
Tilt it, lads, and lilt it out. 
And let us ha'e a blythsome bowt. 

Up wi't there, there, 

Dinna cheat, but drink fair ; 
Huzza ! huzza ! and huzza ! lads, yet. 

Up wVtf dbc. 



TO MBS. E. C. 

**HOW PH(ZBUS ADVANCES ON HIGH." 

Now Phoebus advances on high, 
No footsteps of winter are seen ; 

The birds carol sweet in the sky, 

And lambkins dance reels on the green. 
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Thro' groyes and by rivnletB dear 
We wander for pleasure and health. 

Where buddings and blossoms appear, 
Giving prospects of joy and of wealth. 

View every gay scene all around. 
That are, and that promise to be ; 

Tet in them all nothing is found 
So perfect, Eliza, as thee. 

Thine eyes the dear fountains excel ; 

Thy locks they out-rival the grove ; 
When zephyrs these pleasingly swell. 

Each wave makes a captive to love. 

The roses and lilies combin'd, 
And flowers of most delicate hue. 

By thy cheeks and thy breasts are outsliia'd, 
Their tinctures are nothing so true. 

\Vhat can we compare with thy voice, 
And what with thy humour so sweet ? 

No music can bless with such joys, — 
Sure angels are just so complete. 

Fair blossom of every delight, 

Whose beauties ten thousands outshine. 

Thy sweets shall be lastingly bright. 
Being mixed with so many divine. 

Ye powers ! who have given such charms 

To Eliza, your image below, 
O save her from all human harms, 

And make her hours happily flow. 



TO GALI8TA. 109 

XL. 

TO CALISTA. 

'*SHB 8UHO; THS YOUTH ATTIHTION QATB." 

Shb Biing ; the youth attention gave, 

And channt on channs espies, 
Then, all in raptoree, fallB a slaye 

Both to her yoioe and eyes ! 
So spoke and ami l*d the eastern maid, 

like thine, seraphic were her charms, 
That in Circassia's vineyards stray'd, 

And blest the wisest monarch's arms. 

A thousand fair of high desert 

Strave to enchant the amorous king, 
But the Circassian gain'd his heart, 

And taught the royal hand to sing. 
Galista thus our sang inspires. 

And claims the smooth and highest lays ; 
But while each charm our bosom fires, 

Words seem too few to sound her praise. 

Her mind, in ev*ry grace complete, 

To paint, surpasses human skill ; 
Her majesty mixed with the sweet, — 

Let seraphs sing her if they will : 
liVhilst wood'ring, with a ravished eye 

We all that's perfect in her view, 
Viewing a sister of the sky, 

To whom an adoration's due. 



w 
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ZLI. 



GIVE ME A LASS WITH A LUMP OF LAND. 

Gi'k me a lass with a lump of land, 

And we for life shall gang thegither ; 
Tho' daft or wise I'll never demand. 

Or black or fair it maks na whether. 
I'm aff with wit, and beauty will fBde, 

And blood alane is no worth a shilling ; 
But she that's rich her market's made, 

For ilka charm about her is killing. 



Gi'e me a lass with a lump of land, 

And in my bosom 1*11 hug my treasure ; 
Gin I had anes her gear in my hand, 

Should love turn dowf, it will find pleasure. 
Laugh on wha Ukes, but there's my hand, 

I hate with poortith, tho' bonny, to meddle ; 
Unless they bring cash or a lump of land, 

They'se never get me to dance to their fiddle. 



There's meikle good love in bands and bags. 

And siller and gowd's a sweet complexion; 
But beauty, and wit, and virtue in rags. 

Have tint the art of gaining afiection. 
Love tips his arrows with woods and parks. 

And castles, and riggs, and moors, and meadows ; 
And naithing can catch our modem sparks. 

But well'tocher'd lasses or jointur'd widows. 
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XLU. 



LOOHABEB NO MORE. 



Fabxwbll to Lochaber, and farewell my Jean, 
l^Hiere heartsome with thee I've mony day been ; 
For liochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
"Well maybe return to Lochaber no more. 
These tears that I shed they are a' for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on wear, 
The' bore on rough seas to a far bloody shore, 
Maybe to return to Lochaber no more. 



Tho' hurricanes arise, and rise ev*ry wind. 
They'll ne'er make a tempest like that in my mind ; 
Tho' loudest of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my love, on the shore. 
To leave thee behind me my heart is sair pain'd, — 
By ease that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd, — 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave. 
And I must deserve it before I can crave. 



Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excuse ! 
Since honour conmiands me, how can I refuse ; 
Without it, I ne'er can have merit for thee. 
And without thy favour I'd better not be. 
I gae then, my lass, to win honour and fame. 
And if I should luck to come gloriously hame, 
111 bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 



L 



zun. 
VIRTUE AND WIT. 

TBH FKESKBVATIVS OF LOVB iSD SUCTV. 

CoHXEiis thy love, fair blushing nutid ; 

Tor siuco thioe eyes consontiiig. 
Thy aaftcr thuughta are n' betniy'd, 

And naysayH no worth tentiug. 
Why ftiroa thou to oppose tliy mind 

With words, thy wish denying ( 
Since uatiiro n>a*le tbee to be kiud, 

Reason allows complying. 

Nature and reason's joint conaent 

Make lovo a Bocred bleasing ; 
Then happily that time is spent 

That's war'd on kind caressing. . 
Come then, my £atie, to my ariDsi 

I'll be nae mair a rover, I 

But find out heav'n in a' thy cbarBhi, 

And prove a faithful lover. 

What yon design by nature's law 

la fleeting inclination ; 
That willy- wisp bewilds xa a' 

By its infatuation. 
When that gaes out, caresses tire 

And love's nae mair in season, 
Syne weakly we blaw up the fire 

With all our boasted reason. 



The beauties of inferior cast 
May start this just reflection. 

But charms like thine maun alwys lost 
Where wit has the protection. 
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Virtae and wit, like April rays, 

Make beauty rise the sweeter ; 
The langer then on thee I gaze, 

My love will grow completer. 



XLIV. 

AI>I£U FOR A WHILE MY NATIVE GREEN PLAINS. 

HE. 

Adieu for a while my native green plains, 
My nearest relations, and neighbouring swains ; 
I>ear Nelly, frae these I'd start easily free 
Were minutes not ages while absent frae thee. 

SHE. 

Then tell me the reason thou dost not obey 
The pleading of love, but thus hurries away ; 
Alake ! thou deceiver, o*er plainly I see 
A lover sae roving will never mind me. 

HE. 

The reason unhappy is owing to fate, 
That gave me a being without an estate ; 
Which lays a necessity now upon me 
To purchase a fortune for pleasure to thee. 

SHE. 

Small fortune may serve where love has the sway, 
Then, Johny, be counselled nae langer to stray ; 
For while thou proves constant in kindness to me. 
Contented I'll ay find a treasure in thee. 

HE. 

Cease, my dear charmer, else soon I'll betray 
A weakness unmanly, and quickly give way 
To fondness, which may prove a ruin to thee, 
A pain to us baith, and dishonour to mo. 



A3» rU, AVA- «D I 



Whilg yoaaf tad bir, 
ni Bake B ■; an 

Tb a^ w ■ fool 

T« k« BT faLMd cool. 



WaieaUrp 

Tbo'Unliing, Id^UrMemo; 
Gie oo vhh jonr •trun. 
And doubt not to gain. 

For I hate to lead apea below. 

UntT'd to a man, 
Do whate'«r we can 

We never can thriTe or dow ; 
Then 1 will do well, 
Do better wha will. 

And let them lead apea below. 
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Oar time iBpreciouB, 
And gods are gracious, 

That beauties upon us bestow ; 
Tis not to be thought 
We got them for nought, 

Or to be set up for a show. 

*Tis carry'd by votes ; 

Come, kilt up your coats, 
And let us to Edinburgh go ; 

Where she that's bonny 

May catch a Johny, 
And never lead apes below. 



XLVI. 

THE WIDOW. 



Thb widow can bake and the widow can brew, 
The widow can shape and the widow can sew, 
And mony braw things the widow can do, — 
Then have at the widow, my laddie. 

With courage attack her baith early and late ; 
To kiss and clap her ye maunna be blate, — 
Speak well, and do better ; for that's the best gate 
To win a yoimg widow, my laddie. 

The widow she's youthfu', and never a hair 
The waur of the wearing, and has a good skair 
Of every thing lovely ; she's witty and fair 
And has a rich jointure, my laddie. 

What could ye wish better, your pleasure to crown, 
Than a widow the bonniest toast in the town, 
With naething but draw in your stool and sit down, 
And sport with the widow, my laddie. 
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Then till her, and kill her with ooortesy dead, 
Tho' stark love and kindnewt be all ye can plead ; 
Be heartaome and airy, and hope to saoceed 
With a bonny gay widow, my laddie. 

Strike iron while 'tis het, if ye'd have it to wald,- 
For fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 
But ruins the wooer that's thowless and cauld, 
Unfit for the widow, my laddie. 



XLVII. 

THE STEP-DAUGHTER'S RELIEF. 

I WAS anes a well-tocher'd lass, 
My mither left dollars to me ; 

But now I'm brought to a poor pass, 
My step-dame has gart them flee. 

My father he 's aften frae hame, 
And she plays the deel with his gear ; 

She neither has lawtith nor shame, 
And keeps the hale house in a steer. 

She 's barmy-f ac'd, thriftless, and bauld, 
And gars me aft fret and repine. 

While hungry, half-naked, and cauld, 
I see her destroy what's mine. 

But soon I might hope a revenge, 
And soon of my sorrows be free, 

My poortith to plenty wad change 
If she were hung up on a tree. 

Quoth Ringan, — wha lang time had loo'd 
This bonny lass tenderly, — 
''I'll take thee, sweet May, in thy snood, 
Gif thou wilt gae liame with me. 
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*TiB only younell that I want ; 

Tour kindnees is better to me 
Thaii a' that your step-mother, scant 

Of grace, now has taken frae thee. 

** I'm bat a yoting farmer, 'tis true, 

And ye are the sprout of a laird, 
But I have milk-cattle enow 

And rowth of good racks in my yard. 
Te shall have naething to fash ye, — 

Sax servants shall jook to thee ; 
Then kilt up yoor coats, my lassie, 

And gae thy ways hame with me." 



The maiden her reason employed. 

Not thinking the offer amiss, 
Consented ;. while Ringan, o'erjoy'd, 

Beceiv'd her with mony a kiss. 
And now she sits blythly singan, 

And joking her dranken step-dame, 
Delighted with her dear Ringan 

That makes her goodwife at hame. 



XLYUI. 

BONNY CHIRSTY. 

How sweetly smells the simmer green ! 

Bweet taste the peach and cherry ; 
Painting and order please our een, 

And daret makes us merry : 
But finest colours, fruits and flowers, 

And wine, tho' I be thirsty. 
Lose a' their charms and weaker powers, 

Compared with those of Chirsiy. 

X 



I 

I 

I 



tlAHSAV's foots. 

When wainrring o'er ihe floirVy pork. 

Nil nat'rnl bvniitf inuiting, 
Uow liuhtsomo is 't to hour the lark. 

And hiitih in concert chMiting ) 
Bnt if my Chinty tiiDea bor mice, 

I'm wrapt in iulitiii«tioti, 
Hy thoughts witli eoatasiea rejoice. 

And drap the hkle crefttion. 

Whene'er ihe amilo* a kindly glance, 

I take the hnppy omen. 
And aften mint to make advance. 

Hoping she'll prove a woman ; 
But dabioni of my lun desert, 

My sentiments 1 smother. 
With secret sighs I yex my heart, 

For (ear she lore another. 

Thne sang blate Edie by a bum. 

His Chirsty did o'erheat him ; 
She doaghtna let her lover mourn. 

But, ere he wist, drew near him. 
She spake her favour with a look, 

VlTiich left nae room to donbt her : 
He wisely this white minute took. 

And flang hia anna abont her. 

My Chiraty t— witness, bonny stream, 

Sic joys frae tears arising .' 
I wish this may not be a dream ; 

lore the maist surprising ! 
Time was too precious now for tank ; 

"This point ot a his wishes 
He wadna with set speeches bauk, 

Bat wair'd it a" on kisses. 
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THE SOGER LADDIK 
My soger laddie is over the se&y 



s 



\ 



And he will bring gold and money to me ; 

And when he comeB hame^ hell make me a lady : 

My blessing gang with my soger laddie. 

My doughty laddie is handsome and brave, 
And can as a soger and lover behave ; 
True to his country^ to love he is steady. 
There 's few to compare with my soger laddie. 

Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms, 
Betnm him with laurels to my langing arms ; 
Syne frae all my care ye'U pleasantly free me, 
"When back to my wishes my soger ye gi'e me. 

O ! soon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they must if he get his due ; 
For in noble actions his courage is ready. 
Which makes me delight in my soger laddie. 



L. 

THB BONNY SOOT. 

TuHX— " The Boatman.*' 

Ye gales that gently wave the sea, 
And please the canny boatman, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Sootman. 
In haly bands 
We join'd our hands, 
Yet may not this discover, 
While parents rate 
A large estate 
Before a faithful lover. 
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But I lure ohuae in Hic^dand glem 
To herd the kid and goat— man. 
Ere I oould for sio little enda 
Befuae my bonny Sootnum. 
Wae worth the man 
"Wha first began 
The baae ungeneroua faahioQ, 
Frae greedy yiewBt 
Love's art to use. 
While strangers to its passion. 

Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 

Baste to thy longing lasne, 
"Wha pants to press thy bawmy mouth. 
And in her bosom hawse thee. 
Love gi'es the word, 
Then haste on board ; 
Fair winds and tenty boatman, 
Waft o'er, waft o'er, 
Frae yonder shore. 
My blyth, my bonny Scot — man. 



LI. 

LOVE INVITING REASON. 

When innocent pastime our pleasure did crown. 

Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 
Ere Annie became a fine lady in town. 

How lovely, and loving, and bonny was she ! 
Rouse lip thy reason, my beautifu' Annie, 

Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a-jee ; 
O ! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny. 

And favour thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee. 

Docs the death of a lintwhite give Annie the spleen ? 
Can tyning of trifles be uneasy to thee ? 



LOVB DnmNG sxAsoir. 181 

CSan lapdogB and monkeys draw tean £rae these een 
That look with indifference on poor dying me 7 

Ronae up thy reason, my beantifa' Annie, 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to me ; 

O ! as ihon art bonny, be prudent and cann^^^^.^ 
And think on thy Jamie, wha doats npontEeeT 

Ah ! shonld a new gown or a Flanders-laoe head, 

Or yet a wee coatie, tho' never sae fine, 
Gkur thee grow forgetf a', and let his heart bleed. 

That anes had some hope of purchasing thine ? 
Bouse np thy reason, my beantifu' Annie, 

And dinna prefer your fleegeries to me ; 
O ! as thou art bonny, be solid and cannXf_^ 

And tent a true lover that doats upon thee. 

Shall a Fma edition of new-fangle Sanny, 

Tho' gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be. 
By adoring himself, be admir'd by fair Annie, 

And aim at these bennisons promised to me 1 
Rouse up thy reason, my beautifu* Annie, 

And never prefer a light dancer to me ; 
O ! as thou art bonny, be constant and canny. 

Love only thy Jamie, wha doats upon thee": 

O ! think, my dear charmer, on ilka sweet hour 

That slade away saftly between thee and me, 
ESre squirrels, or beaux, or fopp'ry had power 

To rival my love, and impose upon thee. 
Bouse up thy reason, my beautif u' Annie, 

And let thy desires be a' centered in me ; 
O ! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny ,^ 

And love him wha's langing to centre in thee. 
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THE BOB OF DUNBLANE. 

liABsn, lend me your braw hemp heckle, 

And 111 lend yon my thripling Icame ; 
For famneas, deary, I'll gar ye keokle, 

If yell go dance the Bob of Donblane. 
Hatie ye, gang to the groond of ye'r tnmkiei. 

Busk ye braw, and dinna think shame ; 
Consider in time, if leading of monkies 

Be better than dancing the Bob of Dunblane. 

Be frank, my lassioi lest I grow fickle, 

And take my word and offer again ; 
Syne ye may chance to repent it meikle 

Te did na accept of the Bob of Dumblane. 
The dinner, the piper, and priest shall be ready. 

And I'm grown dowie with lying my lane ; 
Away then, leave baith minny and daddy, 

And try with me the Bob of Dunblane. 



Lni. 
THROW THE WOOD, LADDIE. 

O Sandt, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
Thy presence could ease me. 
When naething could please me ; 
Now dowie I sigh on the bank of the bum, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 

Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 

While lavrocks are singing. 

And primroses springing, 
Tet nane of them pleases my eye or my ear, 
When throw the wood, laddie, ye dinna api>ear. 
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That I am fonaken aome spare no to tell ; 

Fm faah'd wi' their Booming, 

Baith ev'ning and morning ; 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell. 
When throw the wood^ laddie, I wander myael. 

Then stay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 

Bnt quick as an arrow, 

Haste here to thy marrow, 
Wha's liying in languor till that happy day, 
When throw the wood, laddie, well dance, sing, and play. 



LIT. 

AN THOU WERE MY AIN THING. 

Ah thou were my ain thing, 

I would lore thee, I would love thee ; 
An thou were my ain thing 

How dearly would I love thoe. 

Like bees that suck the morning dew 
Frae flowers of sweetest scent and huo, 
Sae wad I dwell upo' thy mou. 
And gar the gods envy me. 

An thou iiwre, d:c, 

Sae lang's I had the use of light 
Fd <m thy beauties feast my sight, 
Syne, in saft whispers through the night 
I'd tell how much I loo'd thee. 

An ihau tcere, dx. 

How fatir and ruddy is my Jean ! 
She moyes a goddess o*er the green. 
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Were I a king, then should be queen, — 
Naae bat myself sboon theeu 

An thou wen, cfee. 

Fd grasp thee to this bresst of mine, 
Whilst thou like ivy or the vine 
Around my stronger limbs ahonid twine, 
Fonn'd haidy to defend thee. 

Anihouwerey dsc 

Time's on the wing and wiU not stay, 
In flhining youth letVi make oar bay; 
Since love admits of no delay, 
O ! let na ■com ondo thee. 

An ihou were, dbc 

While love does at his altar stand, 
Hae, there's my heart, gi'e me thy hand. 
And with ilk smile thou shalt command 
The will of him wha loves thee. 

All thou xcere, d'c. 



LV. 

THERE'S MY THUMB I'LL NE'ER BEGUILE THEE. 

My sweetest May, let love incline thee 
T' accept a heart which he designs thee ; 
And as your constant slave regard it, 
Syne for its faithfulness reward it : 
'Tis proof a shot to birth or money, 
But yields to what is sweet or bonny. 
Receive it, then, with a kiss and smily, — 
There's my thumb it will ne'er beguile thee. 
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How tempiii^^ iweet iheie lipt oi tiling are ! 
Thy bosom iHiite and legs sae fine are, 
Thftfe when in pools I see thee dean 'em, 
Th^ cany away my heart between 'em. 
I wiflh, and I wiih, while it gaea dnntin, 
O gin I had thee on a mountain ; 
Tho kith and kin and a' ahonld revile thee, 
There's my thumb Fll ne'er beguile thee. 

Alane thro' flow'iy hows I dander. 
Tenting my flocks, lest they should wander ; 
Gin thou 11 gae alang 111 dawt thee gaylie, 
And gi'e my thumb m ne'er beguile thee. 
O my dear lasne, it is but daffin 
To had thy wooer up ay niff naffin : 
That na^ na, na, I hate it most vilely ; 
O say yesy and 111 ne'er beguile thee. 



LVI. 

THE HIGHLAND LADDIE. 

Thb Lawland lads think they are fine, 
But O they 're vain and idly gaudy ; 
How much unlike that gracefu' mien 
And manly looks of my Highland laddie ! 
O my bonny, bonny Highland laddie ! 
My handsome, charming Highland laddie ! 
May heaven still guard, and love reward, 
Our Lawland lass and her Highland laddie ! 

If I were free at will to chuse 
To be the wealthiest Lawland lady, 

T 
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I'd take young Donald without tvowa, 
With bonnet blae and belted plaidy. 
my honny, itc. 

The braweet beau in borrows town, 
In a' hiB airs with art made ready. 

Compared to him he's but a olown ; 
He's finer £ar in 's tartan plaidy. 
my bonny f dw. 

O'er benty hill with him Fll run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and daddy ; 

Frae winter's cauM and summer's ann, 
Hell screen me with his Highland plaidy. 

my bonny J dbe, 

A painted room and silken bed 
May please a Lawland laird and lady, 

But I can kiss and be as glad, 
Behind a bush, in 's Highland plaidy. 

my hown/y^ <C*c. 

Few compliments between us pass, 
I oa' him my dear Highland laddie ; 

And he oa's me his Lawland lass, 
Syne rows me in his Highland plaidy. 

my bonny J <kc. 

Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend 
Than that his love prove true and steady, 

like mine to him, which ne'er shall end 
While Heaven preserves my Highland laddie. 

my bonny, d:c. 
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LTII. 

THE OOALIEB'S DAUGHTER. 

Thx ooalier has a daughter, 

And she 's wonder bonny ! 
A laird he was that sought her. 

Rich baith in lands and money. 
The tutors watbh*d the motion 

Of this young honest lover ; 
But love is like the ooean, — 

Wha can its depths discover ? 

He had the art to please ye, 

And was by a' respected ; 
His airs sat round him easy, — 

Genteel, but unaffected. 
The coalier's bonny lassie, 

Fair as the new-blown lily, 
Ay sweet and never saucy, 

Secur'd the heart of Willy. 

He lov'd beyond expression 

The charms that were about her, 
And panted for possession ; 

His life was dull without her. 
After mature resolving, 

Close to his breast he held her, 
In saftest flames dissolving. 

He tenderly thus tell'd her : 

My bonny coalier's daughter. 

Let naething discompose ye, 
'Tis not yonr scanty tocher 

Shall ever make me lose ye ; 
For I have gear in plenty. 

And love says, 'tis my duty 
To ware what heaven has lent me 

Upon your wit and beauty. 
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LVIU. 

THE iniiL, MILL-0. 



Beneath a green shade I fand a fair maid 

Was Bleeping Bound and BtiD -0, 
A' lowing wi' loye, my fancy did roFO 

Aroond her with good will-0 : 
Her boBom I presB'd, but, Bank in her xeaty 

She Btir'd na my joy to spill-O : 
While kindly Bhe Blept, dose to her I crept, 

And kiBB'd, and kiBB'd her my fiU-O. 



Oblig'd by oommand in Flanden to land, 

T' employ my oonrage and Bkill-0, 
Frae 'er quietly I Btaw, hoia'd sailB and awa. 

For wind blew &dr on the hill-O. 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud-fraaing fame 

Tald me with a voice right Bhrill-0, 
My lass, like a fool, had mounted the stool,* 

Nor kend wha'd done her the ill-0. 

Mair fond of her charms, with my aon in her arms, 

I ferlying speer'd how she fell-0 ; 
Wi' the tear in her eye, quoth she, Let me die. 

Sweet Sir, gin I can tell-0. 
Love gae the command, I took her by the hand, 

And bad her a' fears expel-0. 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 

Wha had done her the deed mysell-O. 

My bonny sweet lass, on the gowany grass, 

Beneath the Shilling-hiU-O ; f 
If I did ofifence, I'se make ye amends 

Before I leave Peggy's mill-0. 



* Of repentance. t Where thoy winnow the chaff from the com. 
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O! the mill, miU-O, Mid the kill, kill-0, 

And the cogging of the wheel-O, 
The sack and the rieve, a' thae ye maun leave, 

And round with a soger reel-0. 



LIZ. 

COLm AND GMSY PARTING. 

With broken words and downcast eyes, 
Poor CSolin spoke his passion tender, 

And parting with his Grisy, cries, 
Ah ! woe's my heart that we should sunder. 

To others I am cold as snow, 

But kindle with thine eyes like tinder ; 
From thee with pain Fm f orc'd to go, 

It breaks my heart that we should sunder. 

Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love shall hinder, 

Nor time nor place shall ever change 
My vows, tho* we're oblig'd to sunder. 

The image of thy graceful air. 
And beauties which invite our wonder, 

Thy lively wit, and prudence rare. 
Shall still be present, tho' we sunder. 

Dear nymph, believe thy swain in this, 
Toull ne'er engage a heart that's kinder ; 

Then seal a promise with a kiss, 
Always to love me, tho' we sunder. 




And or one d 

Who riewi thee ■• n aoE^ b«t 

Or tome dirinitj. 
t be IsH gnoefal, or ncn ki^ 
Ami onol tbu ferer of mj WBd, 
( 'niii'd by tho boy aevere and Uiod, 

Wmiiided I aigh for thee ; 
Willie Imrdly d»re I hope to riie 
1N< K\ie)\ n height by Hpseti'* tie*, 
IVv Iaj me down whore Helen 1m^ 

Add with thy channa be free. 
11ii'« miiit I hide my love and die, 
Whrti mich K lov'reign oure ia by? 
N^^. «tti' mil love, wid I'll go try, 

Wltntp'pr my (ate may be. 
W lili'lt >iiiiti I'll read in her bright eyee; 
W \\\\ tli>«i> AtM agentB I'll adriae, 
14iKt (till tlie tnith, when tongues tell Ilea 
'I'htt l»lia( bollev'd by me. 
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LXI. 

A SCOTS CANTATA. 
Mtuic by L. BocoHi. 

RBCITATIVB. 

BX.ATS Jonay faintly tald lair Jean hia mind ; 

Jeany took pleasure to deny him lang ; 
He thought her soom came £rae a heart unkind, 

Whidi gart him in despair tone up this sang. 



bonny lassie^ since tis sae 
That Fm despis'd by thee, 

1 hate to live ; but O ! I'm wae 
And unco sweer to die. 

Dear Jeany, think what dowy hours 

I thole by your disdain ; 
Ah ! should a breast sae saft as yours 

Contain a heart of stane ? 

BSOirATIVB. 

These tender notes did a' her pity move ; 

With melting heart she listen'd to the boy. 
O'ercome, she snul'd, and promis*d him her love ; 

'ELe, in return, thus sang his rising joy : — 

AIB. 

Hence frae my breast, contentious care ! 

Te've tint the power to pine ; 
My Jeany 's good, my Jeany 's fair, 

And a' her sweets are mine. 
O ! spread thine arms, and gi'e me fowth 

Of dear enchanting bliss, 
A thousand joys around thy mouth 

Gi'e heaven with ilka kiss. 
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LXU. 

THB TOAST. 

CoiCB, let's ha'e mair wine in, 
BaochuB hates repining, 
Venus lo'es nae dwining, — 

Let's be blyth and free. 
Away with dull ! here t' ye, sir, 
Te'r nustresSy Bobie, gi'o's her ; 
Well drink her health with pleMnire, 

Wha 's belov'd by thee. 

Then let Peggy warm ye. 
That's a lass can charm ye 
And to joys alarm ye ; 

Sweet is she to me : 
Some angel ye wad ca' her, 
And never wish ane brawer. 
If ye bare-headed saw her, 

Kilted to the knee. 

Peggy ft dainty lass is, 
Como, let 's join our glasses, 
And refresh our hauses 

With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their cash be clinking. 
Be statesmen tint in thinking, 
While we with love and drinking 

Give our cares the lie. 



LZIU. 

A SOUTH SEA SANG. 

Tdnk— ** For our lang biding here." 

Whek we came to London town, 
We dream'd of gowd in gowpings here, 
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And nntmly ran np and down, 

In riling vtooks to bay a skair : 
We daftly thought to row in rowth, 

Bat for onr daffin paid right dear ; 
The lave will fare the waor in troath, 

For oar lang biding here. 

Bat when we fand onr parses toom, 

And dainty stocks began to fa', 
We hang oar lags, and wi' a gloom, 

Gim'd at stock- jobbing ane and a\ 
If we gang near the Soath Sea hoase, 

The whillywhas will grip ye'r gear, 
Syne a' the lave will fare the waar, 

For oar lang biding here. 



LXIV. 

HAP ME WITH THY PETTICOAT. 

O BsLL ! thy looks have kill'd my heart, 
I pass the day in pain, 

When night retams I feel the smart, 
And wish for thee in vain. 

I'm starving cold, while thou art warm ; 
Have pity and incline. 

And grant me for a hap that charm- 
ing petticoat of thine. 

My ravish'd fancy in amaze 

Still wanders o'er thy charms ; 

Delusive dreams ten thousand ways 
Present thee to my arms : 

z 



TImM pMMKlB Vnm CIB *i^v *W 

TUi paBiag bcoMl of iHDa. 
I hial, I fiul, «ad wOAr ran, 
TW JHt traacd Oaf • Aim to Ion, 



Sun hem««B has fitted for dcU^ 
Tlut be>DtMiiia form ol thiM, 

And thou'rl Um> good itj laws to »Ii^t, 

Bj bind'ring the design. 
M>7 all the powen of love Bgree 

At length to m«ke thee mine ; 
Or loose my chaiiu, uid tet me free 

From ev'rj chkmi of thine. 



FY OAR RUB HER O'ER WI' STRAE. 

Um ,vo meet ft bonny laasie, 

Ul'p hnr H kin, and let her gfte ; I 

Hill (f .rc mmt « dirty hauy, \ 

►V «*<■ I'lili licr o'er wi' strae. 

^V. im^ \ti ititllm iimt the grip 
S'fli \*tr*i (ivy. *h*n yo are young. 
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Before auld age yoor vitali nip, I 



And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 



Sweet youth's a blyth and heartaome time ; 

Then, lads and lassee, while 'tis May, 
Qt» pu' the gowan in its prime, 

Before it wither and decay. 

Watch the saft minutes of delyte. 
When Jenny speaks beneath her breath, 

And kisses, laying a' the wyte 
On yon, if the kepp ony skaith. 



" Haith, ye're ill-bred," shell smiling say, 
" Yell worry me, ye greedy rook.^ 
Syne frae your arms she'll rin away, 
And hide herself in some dark nook. 



Her laugh will lead you to the place, 
Where lies the happiness ye want, 

And plainly tell you to your face. 
Nineteen na-says are half a grant. 

Now to her heaving bosom cling, 
And sweetly toolie for a kiss ; 

Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 
As taiken of a future bliss. 



These bennisons, I'm very sure, 
Are of the gods' indulgent grant : 

Then, surly carles, whisht, forbear 
To plague us with your whining cant. 




LXTL 

THE CORDUL. 



Wbbbk wad bonny Anns ly 1 

Alfcnft ye lUd TWMF mfcn ly ; 

Wad ye a goodnum trj I 
Ii that the thinff yo'ro laking T 



Can a Ian aae yonng aa I 
Yentore on the bridal tye, 
Syne down with a goodman ly < 
I'm fleed he'd keep me wauking. 



Never judge until ye try, 
Mak me your goodmau, 1 
Shonna hinder you to ly. 

And sleep till ye be weary. 



What if I should watiking ly, 
When the hautboys are gawn by. 
Will ye tent me when I cry. 
My dear, I'm faint and iry ( 



In my bosom thou shalt ly. 
When thou waMkrife art or dry, 
Bealthy cordial standing by. 
Shall presently revive thee. 
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To your will I then oomplj, 
Join us, priest, and let me try 
How I'U wi' a goodman ]^ 
Wiuk can a cordial gi' me. 



Lxvn. 



ALLAN WATEB. 



What nnmbers shall the mime repeat, 

What Terse be found to^raise my Annie ? 
On her ten thousand graces wait, 

Each swain admires, and owns she's bonny. 
Since first she trod the happy plain, 

She set each youthful heart on fire ; 
Each nymph does to her swain complain^ 

That Annie kindles new desire. 

This lovely darling, dearest care, 

This new delight, this charming Annie, 
Like summer's dawn she's fresh and fair, 

When Flora's fragrant breezes fan ye. 
All day the am'rous youths conyeen. 

Joyous they sport and play before her ; 
All night, when she no more is seen, 

In blissful dreams they still adore her. 

Among the crowd Amyntor came, 

He look'd, he loy'd, he bow'd to Annie ; 

His rising sighs express his flame, 
Hi|i words were few, his wishes many. 

With smiles the lovely maid reply'd. 
Kind shepherd, why should I deceive ye ? 



198 Ramsay's pobics. 

Alaa ! your love must be deny'd, 

This destin'd breast'can ne'er relieve ye. 

Young Damon came with Cupid's art. 

His wileSy his smiles, his charms beguiling, 
He stole away my virgin heart ; 

Cease, poor Amyntor, cease bewailing. 
Some brighter beauty you may find. 

On yonder plain the nymphs are many ; 
Then chuse some heart that's unconfin'd, 

And leave to Damon his own Annie. 



LXVIII. 

O MARY ! THY GRACES AND GLANC 

Mary ! thy graces and glances, 

Thy smiles so enchantingly gay, 
And thoughts so divinely harmonious. 

Clear wit and good humour display. 
But say not thou'lt imitate angels 

Ought farrer, tho* scarcely (ah me !) 
Can be found equalizing thy merit, 

A match amongst mortals for thee. 

Thy many fair beauties shed fires 
May warm up ten thousand to love, 

Who, despairing, may fly to some other, 

^While I may despair, but ne*er rove. 

What a mixture of sighing and joys 
This distant adoring of thee 

Gives to a fond heart too aspiring, 
Who loves in sad silence like me ? 
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^OB looks the poor beggar on treasure ; 

And shipwreck'd on landscapes on shore : 
Be still more divmey and have pity ; 

X die Boon as hope is no more. 
^or, Mary, my soul is thy captive, 

Kor loves nor expects to be free ; 
"^hy beaaties are fetters delightful, 

Thy slavery's a pleasore to me. 



LXIZ. 

THIS IS NO MY AIN HOUSE. 

^I^HiB is no my ain honse, 

I ken by the rigging o't ; 
^ince with my love I've changed my vows, 

I dinna like the bigging o't : 
Tor now that I'm young Bobie's bride, 
And mistress of his fire-side, 
Mine ain house I'll like to guide, 

And please me with the trigging o't. 

Then farewell to my father's house, 
I gang where love invites me ; 

The strictest duty this allows. 
When love with honour meets me. 

When Hymen moulds us into ane, 

My Bobie's nearer than my kin, 

And to refuse him were a sin, 
Sae lang^s he kindly treats me. 

When I'm in mine ain house. 
True love shall be at hand ay. 

To make me still a prudent spouse, 
And let my man command ay ; 



i 



ATMding Jlkk cuua of Mrife, 
The common peal ot nurried life. 
Thai makuB ane weariMl of his wife. 
And braaka the kindly band aj. 



MY DADDT FORBAD, MT MINNT FOEBAD. 



For 



Whkx t think on m J li 
I «i^h uid UD sad. 

My dftddy iras hanh. 



Hy miiiny i 
That g&rt him gHe yont the Ma : 

Without an oatate, 

That made him look blate, 
And yet a brave lad ia he : 

Gin safe he come bame, 

In spite of my dame, 
Hell ever be welcome to me. 

Love speera nae advioe 

Ot parent's o'erwise, 
That have but ae bairn like me. 

That looks upon cash 

As naithing but traah, 
That ahftckloa what should be free. 

And the' my dear lad 

Not ae penny had, 
Since qualities better baa he, 

Abeit I'm an heiress, 

I think it but f^ ia 
To love him, since he loves me. 
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Then my dear Jamie, 

To thy kind Jeanie 
Haste, haste thee in o'er the sea, 

To her wha can find 

Nae ease in her mind, 
Without a blyth sight of thee. 

Tho' my daddy forbad, 

And my minny f<vbad. 
Forbidden I will not be ; 

For since thon alone 

My fayoor hast won, 
Nane else shall e'er get it for me. 

Tet them I'll not grieve, 

Or without their leave, 
Gi'e my hand as a wife to thee : 

Be content with a heart 

That can never desert. 
Till they cease to oppose or be. 

My parents may prove 

Tet friends to our love, 
When our firm resolves they see ; 

Then I with pleasure 

Will yield up my treasure. 
And a' that love orders, to thee. 



LXXI. 

STEER HER UP AND HAUD HER GAWN. 

STBBB her up and baud her gawn, 
Her mither's at the mill, jo ; 

But gin she winna tak a man. 
E'en let her tak her will, jo. 

a2 




KA3IUT a FOB1I8. 

Pi%j th«e, Ud, leave nllf thinking, 
Cast thy csne of love amy ; 

Let's oar wnTowa drown in drinking, 
*Ti4 jl^ffirt linger to delay. 

See that ■hiping glaas of claret, 

How invitingly it looks ! 
Take it aff, and let's have mair o't, 

Pox OD fitting, trade, and books. 
Let's have plessore while we're able. 

Bring na in the meikle bowl, 
nac«'t on the middle of the table. 

And let wind and weather gowl. 

Call the drawer, let him fill it 

Fou as ever it can hold ; 
O tak tent ye dinna spill it, 

'Tia mair precious tar than gold. 
By you've drunk a dozen bumpers, 

Bacchus will beji^ to prove, 
Spit« of Venus and her mumpers. 

Drinking better is than love. 



CLOUT THE CALDRON, I 

Have you any pols or pans. 

Or any broken chandlers f 
I an) a tinkler to my trade, 

And newly come frae Flanders : 
Aa scant of siller as of grace. 

Disbanded, we've a bad mn ; 
CJae tell the laily of the place, 

I'm come to clout her caldron. 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, df.. 
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Biadam^ if yon have wark for me, 

111 do't to yonr contentment, 
And dinnii care a single flea 

For any man's resentment : 
For, lady fair, tho' I appear 

To every ane a tinkler. 
Yet to yoorsell I'm bauld to teU, 

I am a gentle jinker. 

Fa adrie, didle, didU, dc. 

Love Jupiter into a swan 

Tam'd, for his lovely Leda ; 
He like a ball o'er meadows ran 

To carry off Eoropa : 
Then may not I as well as he, 

To cheat your Argos blinker. 
And win your love, like mighty Jove, 

Thus hide me in a tinkler ? 
Fa adrUf didU, didle, (tc. 

Sir, ye appear a cunning man. 

But this fine plot you'll faU in, 
For there is neither pot nor pan 

Of mine youll drive a naU in. 
Then bind your budget on your back, 

And nails up in your apron. 
For I've a tinkler under tack, 

That's us'd to clout my caldron. 
Fa adrie, didl^, didky <£v. 




a for mSler, 

\ad ptnas widi wsods o'er aooa, 
i> !■■ ok ttitf**" a' dawn to ^1^** ceUftr, 

And disr than la I have done. 
'Fua Vvnl). vhea cimzie is scanty, 

WUl ksep tlhexn frae "■■^►y diD, 
'ntf kaad I team'd Cne an aold aontj, 

Tha fc"i' of a' my kin. 



TIm maltBiui b ri^t ennninx, 

Bai I can be aa dee. 
And he may crack of hia winmng. 

When he clean scorea with me : 
For come when be likes, I'm ready ; 

Bat if fiae hame I be, 
Let him wait an onr kind lady. 

Shell answer a bill for me. 



^^W 
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LXZIV. 

BONNY BESSY. 

Bessy's beanties shine sae bright. 

Were her many virtues fewer, 
She wad eyer give delight, 

And in transport make me view her. 
Bonny Bessie, thee alane 

Love I, naithing eke but thee ; 
With thy^ comeliness I'm tane, 

And Linger cannot live without thee. 

Bessy's bosom's saft and warm. 

Milk-white fingers still employ'd ; 
He who takes her to his arm. 

Of her sweets can ne'er be cloy'd. 
My dear Bessy, when the roses 

Leave thy cheek, as thou grows aulder, 
Virtue, which thy mind discloses. 

Will keep love frae growing caulder. 

Bessy's tocher is but scanty. 

Yet her face and saul discovers 
These enchanting sweets in plenty 

Must entice a thousand lovers. 
It's not money, but a woman 

Of a temper kind and easy. 
That gives happiness uncommon ; 

Petted things can nought but teez ye. 
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LXXV. 

THE QUADRUPLE ALLIANCE. 

Swift, Sandy, Young, and Gay, J 

Are still my heart's delight, 
I sing their sangs by day, 
And read their tales at night. 
If frae their books I be^ 
'Tis dulness then with me ; 
But when these stars appear. 
Jokes, smiles, and wit shine dear. 

Swift, with uncommon style, 

And wit that flows with ease. 
Instructs us with a smile. 
And never fails to please. 
Bright Sandy greatly sings 
Of heroes, gods, and kings : 
He well deserves the bays, 
And ev'ry Briton's praise. 

While thus our Homer shines ; 
Young, with Horacian flame, 
0t)rrect3 these false designs 
We push in love of fame. 
Bl^^tli Gay, in pawky strains, 
Makes villains, clowns, and swains 
Reprove, with biting leer. 
Those in a higher sphere. 

Swift, Sandy, Young, and Gay, 

Lang may you give delight ; 
Lot all the dunces bray, 
YouVe far above their spite ! 
Such, from a malice sour, 
Write nonsense, lame and poor, 
Which never can succeed. 
For who the trash will road ? 
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LXXVI. 



THB COMPLAINT. 
Tuinr—'^When abient from the nymph I love/' 

Whbn absent from the nsrmph I love, 

rd fain shake off the chaina I wear ; 
Bat whilst I tiy these to remove, 

More fetters I*m oblig'd to bear : 
My captiv'd fancy, day and night, 

Fairer and fairer represents 
Belinda, form'd for dear delight. 

But cmel cause of my complaints. 

All day I wander thro' the groves, 

And, sighing, hear from every tree 
The happy birds chirping their loves, 

Happy compar'd with lonely me. 
When gentle sleep with balmy wings 

To rest fans ev'ry weary'd wight, 
A thousand fears my fancy brings. 

That keep me watching all the night. 

Sleep flies, while like the goddess fair, 

And all the graces in her train. 
With melting smiles and killing air, 

Appears the cause of all my pain. 
A while my mind delighted flies 

O'er all her sweets with thrilling joy, 
Whilst want of worth makes doubts arise. 

That all my trembling hopes destroy. 

Thus while my thoughts are fix'd on her, 
I'm all o'er transport and desire, 

My pulse beats high, my cheeks appear 
All roses, and mine eyes all fire. 







*»•■ %^7 SvM iir ii« nay to* Inm. 

fM ««*4 mii« f'^ biiw ' ikam laA b^ia 

(• K" t'/t n 0ntnp Imm 'A Weatj. 
Hitwl Bwa ' I niiiMt hma him, 

Md i-fi'tih t winitu has him; 

Ami wwli, wIMcMit M mMi with tiemi 
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But flhoold my canker'd daddy gar 

Me take him 'gainat my indmation, 
I warn the fumbler to beware, 

That antlers dinna claim their station. 
Howt awa ! I winna hae him, 

In a torsooth I winna hae him ; 
I'm flee'd to crack the hally band, 

Sae Lawiy says I should na hae him. 



LZXYIII. 



O MITHER DEAR ! I 'GIN TO FEAR. 



Chortis, 
Up stairs, down stairs, 

Timber stairs fear me ; 
I'm laith to ly a' night my lane 

And Johny's bed sae near me. 

mither dear ! I 'gin to fear, 
Tho' I'm baith good and bonny, 

1 winna keep ; for in my sleep 
I start and dream of Johny. 

When Johny then comes down the glen 

To woo me, dinna hinder ; 
But with content gi'e your consent, 

For we twa ne'er can sinder. 

Better to marry than miscarry. 

For shame and skaith's the clink o't ; 
To thole the dool, to mount the stool, 

I downa bide to think o't : 
Sae while 'tis time, I'll shun the crime, 

That gars poor Epps gae whinging. 
With hainches fow, and een sae blue, 

To a' the bedrals bindging. 

b2 



Hftd Eiipy's Apron bidden tlowii, 

Ttw kirk had ne'er a k«nd it ; 
Bnt when the word's gnne thro' the town, 

AUke ! how can she moud it t 
Now Tani man face the niiuiBttfr, 

And she man naunt the x<illiv ; 
And that's the way that they man gai'. 

Fur poor folk hoa at, oilier. 

Now ha'd ya'r tongue, my dftoghtar young, 

Replied the kindly mither ; 
Get Johny'a hand in haly band, 

Syne wap yo'r wealth tirgethur. 
I'm o' the mind, if he be kind, 

Yell do youi part discreetly, 
And prove a wifo will gar hia Ufa 

And barrel run right sweetly, 



A SONG. 

Tusk — "IlaBk ye, my bomiy brid«." 

Bdue ye, busk yc, my bonny bride ; i 

Buak ye, buak ye, my bonny roarror; 
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bride, 

Buak, and go to the broea of Yarr^; 
Tliero will wo sport and gather dow 

Dancing while lavrocka sing the n»iiing ; 
There leai-n frae turtles to prove tru: 

O Bell ! ne'er voi me with thy soning. 

To weatlin bretzcfl Flora yields, 

And when the beama are kindly imi in g, 

Blythness appoara o'er all the field 
And nature looks raiur fresh aii6anuiu|-. 
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Learn £rae the bums that trace the mead, 
Tho* OD their banks the roses blossom. 

Yet hastily they flow to Tweed, 

And pour their sweetness in his bosom. 

Haste ye, haste ye, my bonny Bell, 

Haste to my arms, and there I'll guard thee ; 
With free consent my fears repel, 

111 with my love and care reward thee. 
Thus sang I saftly to my fair, 

Wha rais'd my hopes with kind relenting. 
O queen of smiles ! I ask nae mair. 

Since now my bonny Bell's consenting. 



LXXX. 

THE HIGHLAND LASSIE. 

Thk Lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're sour and unco saucy ; 
Sae proud they never can be kind. 
Like my good-humour'd Highland lassie. 
O my bonny, bonny Highland lassie, 
My hearty smiling Highland lassie, 
May never care make thee less fair. 
But bloom of youth still bless my lassie. 

Than ony lass in borrows-town, 

Wha mak their cheeks with patches motio, 
I'd tak my £[atie but a gown. 

Barefooted, in her little coatie. 
my horwy, dhc. 

Beneath the brier or brecken bush, 
Whene'er I kiss and court my dautie, 

Happy and blyth as ane wad wish. 
My flighterin heart gangs pittie-pattie. 
my bonny, dbc 
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O'er highest heathery hills I'll sten, 

With cockit gun and ratches tenty, 
To drive the deer out of their den, 

To feast my lass on dishes dainty. 
O my honny, d'c. 

There's nane shall dare, by deed or word, 
'Gkdnst her to wag a tongue or finger. 

While I can wield my trusty sword. 
Or frae my side whisk out a whinger. 
my boivnyf dbc. 

The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treasure 

To range with me ; let great fowk gloom, 
\Miile wealth and pride confound their pleasure. 
my honny, &c. 



LXXXI. 

THE ^VLD MAN'S BEST ARGUMENT. 



(( 



O wha's that at my chamber door ? — 

" Fair widow, are ye wawking?" — 
Auld carle, your suit give o'er, 

Your love lies a' in tawking ! 
Gi'e mo the lad that's young and tight, 

Sweet like an April meadow ; 
'Tis sic as he can bless the sight 

And bosom of a widow. 

O widow ! wilt thou let me in, 
I'm pawky, wise, and thrifty, 

And come of a right gentle kin ; 
I'm little mair than fifty. " 
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Daft carle, dight your month, 
What Bignifies how pawky 

Or gentle bom ye be ; but youth, 
In love you're but a gawky. 

" Then, widow, let these guineas speak, 

That powerfully plead dinkan ; 
And if they fail my mouth 111 steek. 

And nae mair love will think on.' 
These court indeed, I maun confess, 

I think they make yon young. Sir, 
And ten times better can express 

Affection, than your tongue. Sir. 



y 



LXXXII. 

TO MRS. A. C. 

Tune— "When beauty blaaes.'* 

When beauty blazes heavenly bright, 
The muse can no more cease to sing, 
Than can the lark, with rising light, 
Her notes neglect with drooping wing. 
The morning shines, harmonious birds mount high ; 
The dawning beauty smiles, and poets fly. 

Tonng Annie's budding graces claim 

The inspir'd thought, and softest lays, 
And kindle in the breast a flame, 
Which must be vented in her praise. 
Tell us, ye gentle shepherds, have you seen 
E'er one so like an angel tread the green ? 
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Te youth, be watchful of your hearts, 

When she appears take the alarm ; 
Love on her beauty points his darts. 
And wings an arrow from each charm. 
Around her eyes and smiles the graces sport, 
And to her snowy neck and breast resort. 

But vain must every caution prove ; 

When such enchanting sweetness shines. 
The wounded swain must yield to love. 
And wonder, tho' he hopeless pines. 
Such flames the foppish butterfly should shun ; 
The eagle's only fit to view the sun. 

She's as the opening lily fair, 

Her lovely features are complete ; 
\Miil8t heaven indulgent makes her share, 
With angels, all that's wise and sweet. 
These virtues which divinely deck her mind, 
Exalt eacli beauty of th' inferior kind. 

AMiether she love the rural scenes, 

Or sparkle in the airy town, 
O ! happy he her favour gains ; 
Unliappy, if she on him frown. 
Tlio muse unwilling quits the lovely theme, 
Adieu she sings, and thrice repeats her name. 



LXXXIII. 

I HAVE A GREEN PURSE, AND A WEE PICKLE GOW^D. 

I HAVE a green purse, and a woe pickle gowd, 

A bonny piece land and planting on't, 
It fattens my flocks, and yiy bairns it has stow'd ; 

But the best thing of a's yet wanting on't ; 
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To grace it, and traoo it, 

And gi'e me delight ; 
To bleas me, and kias me, 
And comfort my sight 
With beauty by day, and kindness by night. 
And nae mair my lane gang saunt'ring on*t. 

My Christy she's charming, and good as she's fair, 

Her een and her mouth are enchanting sweet ; 
She smiles me on lire, her frowns gi'e despair ; 
I love while my heart gaes panting wi't. 
Thou fairest, and dearest. 

Delight of my mind. 
Whose gracious embraces 
By heaven were design'd 
For happiest transports, and blisses refin'd, 
Nae langer delay thy granting sweet. 

For thee, bonny Christy, my shepherds and hynds 

Shall carefully make the year's dainties thine : 
Thus freed frae laigh care, while love fills our minds, 
Our days shall with pleasure and plenty shine. 
Then hear me, and cheer me 

With smiling consent, 
Believe me, and give me 
No cause to lament ; 
Since I ne'er can be happy till thou say, Content, 
I'm pleas'd with my Jamie, and he shall be mine. 



I 
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LXXXIV. 

ON THE MARRIAGE OF LORD G. AND LADY K. C. 

Tuns— *' The Highland Laddie.* 

BBiOAimtrs. 

Now all thy virgin sweets are mine, 

And all the shining charms that grace thee ; 
My fair Melinda, come recline 

Upon my breast, while I embrace thee, 
And tell, without dissembling art, 

My happy raptures on thy bosom ; 
Thus will I plant within thy heart 

A love that shall for ever blossom. 

(liorus. 

O the happy, happy, brave, and bonny ! 

Sure the gods well-pleas'd behold ye ; 
Their work admire, so great, so fair. 

And will in all your joys uphold ye. 



MELINDA. 

No more I blush, now that I'm thine, 

To own my love in transport tender, 
Since that so brave a man is mine, 

To my Brigantius I surrender. 
By sacred ties I'm now to move, 

As thy exalted thoughts direct me ; 
And while my smiles engage thy love. 

Thy manly greatness shall protect me. 

CJiorus. 
the happif, dr. 
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BBIOAimUS. 

Saft fall thy woids, like mommg dew 

Kew life on blooming flowers bestowing : 
Thus kindly yielding, makes me bow 

To heaven, with spirit grateful glowing. 
My honouTy conrage, wealth, and wit, 

ThoQ dear delight, my ohiefest treasure, 
Shall be employ'd as thou thinks fit. 

As agents for our love and pleasure. 

ChcruB. 
the happy, <hc, 

MELINDA. 

With my Brigantins I could live 

In lonely cot, beside a mountain, 
And nature's easy wants relieve 

With shepherd's fare, and quaff the fountain. 
What pleases thee, the rural grove, 

Or congress of the fair and witty, 
Shall give me pleasure with thy love, 

In plains retir'd, or social city. 

Chorus. 
the happy, dx, 

BBIOANTTCrS. 

How sweetly canst thou charm my soul, 

O lovely sum of my desires ! 
Thy beauties all my cares control, 

Thy virtue all that's good inspires. 
Tune every instrument of sound, 

Which all the mind divinely raises, 
Till every height and dale rebound, 

Both loud and sweet, my darling's praises. 

Chorus. 
the happy, dbe, 
c2 




LZIXT. 

JENNY NETTI.es, 

Stw yi! Jeniiy Nettlea, 

Jnniijr NcttiM, Jenny NettiM; 
Saw fv Janny NuUIsb, 

(\unini; tnui the nurket i 
fUttt wwl IwmriigD on her back. 

Hvr !«• md Iwniutith in Imr Up ; 
Itaic Mfl hatOTHje on lier bnck. 

Awl k hitty in bnr oxter ) 



\ Hwi ayxnl tlio eKirny 

,lMH\y NtUica, Jenny Nettlea, 
<liMit<Hii UU li*T biurny, 

Ks-tuit lUlilv^ buttfd. 

1\i IW ihv iltvl npon the itoul, 
Aw«l kU« tut thitt inocki her, 

M^ nmiiil kkiut HMka Hobiu out, 
1S^ (t^i tt In hU nxter. 
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Fjr, iy ! Robin BtMe, 

Bobin Rattle, Robin Rattle ; 
Fjr, fy ! Robin Rattle, 

Use Jenny Nettles kindly : 
Score oat the blame and shun the ahame, 

And withont mair debate o% 
Take hame yonr wean, make Jenny fain, 

The leel and leesome gate o't. 



LZZZYI. 

FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY. 

For the sake of somebody, 

For the sake of somebody, 
I could wake a winter night 

For the sake of somebody ! 
I am gawn to seek a wife 

I am gawn to buy a plaidy ; 
I have three stane of woo, 

Carling, is thy daughter ready ? 
For the sake of, d:c, 

Betty, lassie, say 't thysell, 

Tho' thy dame be ill to shoo. 
First well buckle, then we'll tell, 

Let her flyte and syne come too ! 
What signifies a mither*s gloom, 

When lore and kisses come in play \ 
Should we wither in our bloom, 

And in simmer mak nae hay ? 
For the sakey <£rc. 

SHE. 

Bonny lad, I carena by, 
Tho' I try my luck with thee, 



*'■'--'" ' 

Hpi. It a« I J r ill wi-m— 
r«. do tat «krt ^ ^M ^ « 



Koir nr kmlx Bet^ f 



It BIB fne •' iBj a 

Aiiil donbtoOkl 
Th«n lot oa guig • 

For tho; that lia*a aa fftH^ 
Hhixtid aa( i Mxl loren ibw'd MJoMi 

If thp«e be fault*, 'tia natvnlt «7t*. 
For thi Make, dx. 



*■«».• i!KNKROCS OENTLBMAH. 

*> >>* " T^* buDBf Uh of BraokMme." 

K« \ f*\\w in by Tiviot aide, 

VH>t V tho braoi of Brankiome, 
^'^.>»>' Bnrt I MW iiiy bonny bride, 

\ <>Ht^g, ■miliitii, avest, and haadiome : 
Hrt »l\« «M Mifuir than the down, 

kH.4 n htt» M aUlxiBter ; 
W^ twn n (Miihiu wKvy brown ; 
Iw DsitMthtnmi tiMiio «iirpaat her. 

* *tv »».'« \( n|<>Mi Imr liii and cheek, 

Mw v^t**!' nm wpro aurpriainy, 
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And beantifally tmn'd her neck, 

Her little breasts just rising : 
Nae aOken hose with goshets fine. 

Or shoon with glancing laces. 
On her fair leg forbad to shine, 

Well shapen native graces. 

Ae little coat, and bodice white. 

Was sum of a' her daithing ; — 
Even these o'er mickle ; — ^mair delyte 

She'd given ded wi' naithing. 
She lean'd npon a flow'ry brae. 

By which a bnrnie trotted ; 
On her I glowr'd my sanl away, 

While on her sweets I doated. 

A thousand beauties of desert 

Before had scarce alarm'd me, 
Till tins dear artless struck my heart, 

And but designing, charm'd me. 
Hurry'd by love, close to my breast 

I grasp'd this f and of blisses ; 
Wha smil'd, and said, without a priest. 

Sir, hope for nought but kisses. 

I had nae heart to do her harm. 

And yet I couldna want her ; 
What she demanded, ilka charm 

Of her's pled, I should grant her. 
Since heaven had dealt to me a routh. 

Straight to the kirk I led her. 
There plighted her my faith and troth, 

And a young lady made her. 



THK COCX LAIRD. 



With Jmit ^ aaa^ 
H« hnv'd h«, fe k»V ha 

Wai&M^aali^ 

ThoMM he Hf ■■■ Immm, 

Jo TiMj, qiMA hb 

U I 0M alaag wT r«, 

Te manim Eul, 

And good hacket-kaiL 
The deel'a in jour oicetj', 

Jenny, quoth he ; 
&I»;iia bannocks of t)e«r-iiM 

Be aa good for thee I 

And 1 maun hae piimera 

With pearling aet round, 
A skirt of puddy, 

And a waiatcoat of brown. 
Ana with sic vamtiea, 

Jenny, quoth he, 
For kurchia and kirtlea 

Are fitter tor thee. 



My lajrdahip can yield me 

As roeikle a year. 
As had UB in pottage 

And good knockit hoar ; 
But having nae tenants, 

O Jenny, Jenny ! 
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To bay oaght I ne'er have 
A penny, qaoth he. 

The borrowstonn merchanta 

Will sell ye on tiok, 
For we mann hae braw things, 

Abeit they soud break. 
When broken, frae care 

The fools are set free, 
When we make them lairds 

In the Abbey, qaoth she. 



LET MEANER BEAUTIES USE THEIR ART. 

Lbt meaner beauties use their art, 

And range both Indies for their dress ; 
Our fair can captivate the heart. 

In native weeds, nor look the less. 
More bright unborrowed beauties shine, 

The artless sweetness of each face 
Sparkles with lustres more divine, 

When freed of every foreign grace. 

The tawny nymph, on scorching plains, 

May use the aid of gems and paint, 
Deck with brocade and Tyrian stains. 

Features of ruder form and taint : 
What Caledonian ladies wear. 

Or from the lint or woollen twine, 
Adom'd by all their sweets, appear 

Whate'er we can imagine fine. 

Apparel neat becomes the fair, 
The dirty dress may lovers cool, 




But akta, oor maids need iam no ctn. 

If dad in litun, «ilk, or wooL 
T* adon VjitaBm who oan oaaaa t 

Sm Mttvs dunni one pniaa domaad. 
Clad In a maataa, from tha fleacB 

Hpim bjliar own ddif^itfnl hand. 

Vlio oan bdiold OaUata'a ^fa^ 
Hat Ixeaat, her eheak, and anowj nnna, 

And mind what artiata oan dariaa 
%> rival mom loperior dhanna t 

Compar'd with thoae, the diamond'a doU, 
lAwna, aatina, and Uia Tdrata Hiim, 

The Bonl with her attiaotiana ftill 
Can never be b^ these betray'd. 

Saphiro, all o'er n&tive nreeta, 

Not tho false glare of drew regards. 
Her wit her character completes, 

Her smile her lover's dghs rewards. 
When such first beauties lead the way, 

The inferior ranli: will follow soon ; 
Then arts no longer shall dec^. 

But trade enoonraged be in tune. 

Hillions of fleeces shall be wove. 

And flax that on the Tallies blooms, 
Shall make the naked nations love 

And bless the labours of our looms. 
We have enough, nor want from them 

But trifles hardljr worth our care ; 
Tet for these trifles let Uiem claim 

What food and cloth we have to spare. 

How happy's Scotland in her fair ! 

Her amiable daughters shall. 
By acting thus with virtuous care, 

Again the golden age recall : 



LVT UMASWE BEATTTHS USB THSIB ABT. 



225 



Bnjoying them, Edina ne'er 

Shall miflB a court ; but soon advance 
In wealth, when thus the lov'd appear 

Aronnd the scenea, or in the danoe. 

Barbanty ahall yield to sense, 

And laiy pride to useful arts. 
When snch dear angels in defence 

Of virtue thus engage their hearts. 
Blest guardians of our joys and wealth ! 

True fountains of delight and love ! 
Long bloom your charms, fixt be your health, 

Till, tir*d with earth, you mount above. 




D 2 
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EPISTOLARY. 



XG. 



AN EPISTLE TO ALLAN RAMSAY, 

BT JOSIAH BUUOHET, ESQ. 
1721 . 



Wkll fare thee^ Allan, who in mother-tongue 

So sweetly hath of breathless^Addie sung : 

His endless fame thy nat'ral genius fir'd, 

And thou hast written as if he inspir'd. 

Richy and Sandy, who do him survive, 

Long as thy rural stanzas last, shall live ; 

The grateful swains thou*8t made, in tuneful verse, 

Mourn sadly o'er their late, lost patron's hearse. 

Nor would the Mantuan bard, if living, blame 

Thy pious zeal, or think thou'st hurt his fame. 

Since Addison's inimitable lays 

Give him an equal title to the bays. 

When he of armies sang in lofty strains. 

It seem'd as if he in the hostile plains 

Had present been ; his ^n hath to the life 

Trac'd every action in the sanguine strife. 

In council now sedate the chief appears. 

Then loudly thunders in Bavarian ears ; 

And still pursuing the destructive theme. 

He pushes them into the rapid stream : 

Thus beaten out of Blenheim's neighboring fields, 

The Gallic gen'ral to the victor yields. 




B.^^Jr' '^.?'»"J. •«"l— Milton ,m,g, 
»■«• «>. hn ladi. co«u hi, iko^iu „,i|i„, 
iU»l ihm U. ddgod „ |„ li, , „^^ 

no ewe B er told m wftw notes the t«lea 
« rnisl iileunrei in the tpMglod p«lw. 

So unoh. O illm : I Uy line, „„„, 
8nch Tvnention to hi, meni'iy betir, 
Th»t I no longer could my thank, retnm 
Pec whnt thou 'rt «ung of the lamented ewain 



i 



THE AKSWER TO THE FOREGOING. 



Tbibstino for fame, at the Pierian spring, 
The poet takea a wsught, tftenjoeje to sing 
Nature, and with the tentiest view to hit 
Her bonny side with twuldest turns of wit. 
Streamis slide in verse, in verve lEe^mounUiuB rise ; 
When earth tuma toom, he nimmageB the skies, 
Mounts up beyond them, paints the Gelds of rest, 
Doups down to visit ilka lawland ghaist. 
A heartaomo labour ! wordy time and pains ! 
That frao the best esteem and friendship gains : 
Be that my luck, and let the greedy bike, 
gtock-j'j'i llio niii'M nuintii; llioiii i^ they tike. 
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Tn h\jth hi^jfl fiflnta ^Ho w me. Sift to sha w 
Hj yntitnde, b nt* fleetching or a flaw. 
May rowth o' pleasures light upon you lang, 
Till to the blest Elysian bow'rs ye gang, 
"Wha'Te dapt my head sae brawly for my sang. 
When hononr'd Bnrchet and his maikes are pleas'd 
With my corn-pipe, np to the stars Fm heez*d ; 
Whence far I glowr to the fag-end of time, 
And view the warld delighted wi' my rhyme : 
That when th e pride of spr u sh-new wo rds are laid, 
I, like the classic authors, shall be read. 
Stand yond, proud czar, I wadna nifier fame 
With thee, for a' thy furs and paughty name. 



If sic great ferlies. Sir, my muse can do. 
As spin a three-plait praise where it is due, 
Frae me there's naue deserves it mair than you. 
Frae me ! — frae ilka ane ; for sure a breast 
Sae gen'rouB is, of a' that's good possest ! 
Till I can serve ye mair, I'll wish ye weel, 
And aft in sparkling claret drink your heal ; 
Minding the mem'ry of the great and good 
Sweet Addison, the wale of human blood, 
Wha fell (as Horace anes said to his billy) 
" Nulli flebilior quam tibi Yirgili." 



* '*But* is frequently used for "without;" i.e. without flattering. 
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xcn. 
SEVEN FAMILIAR EPISTLES. 

WHICH PASSED BETWEEN UEUT. HAMILTON* AND THE AUTHOE. 

1719. 

Epistle I. 

GiLBEBTFiELD, June 26th, 1719L 

FAM*D and celebrated Allan ! 
Renown 'd Ramsay ! canty callan ! 
There's nowther Higliland-mon nor Lawlan, 

In poetrie, 
But may as soon ding down Tamtallan t. 
As match wi' thee. 

For ten times ten, and that's a hunder, 

1 ha'o been made to gaze and wonder, 
When frae Parnassus thou didst thunder, 

Wi' wit and skill ; 
\Mierefore I'll sol^erly knock under, 
And (juat my quill. 

Of poetry the hail quintescenco 

Thou hast suck'd up, left nao excrescence 

To petty poets, or sic messens, 

Tho' round thy stool 
They may pick crumbs, and lear some lessoiis 

At Ramsay's school. 



* For some account of this gentleman, sec tho Life of Ramsay l>re fixed. 
t An old castlOfUpon the Firth of Forth in East Lothian. 
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Tho' Ben * and Diyden of renown 
Were yet aliye in London iown, 
Like kings contending for a crown, 

'Twad be a pingle, 
Whilk o' yon three wad gar words sound 

And best to gingle. 

Transform'd may I be to a rat, 
Wer^t in my power, bnt I'd create 
Thee npo' sight the lanreat t 

Of this onr age. 
Since thou may'st fairly claim to that 

As thy just wage. 

Let modem poets bear the blame. 
Gin they respect not Ramsay's name, 
Wha soon can gar them greet for shame, 

To their great loss, 
And send them a' right sneaking hame 

Be Weeping-cross. 

Wha bourds wi' thee had need be wary, 
And lear wi' skill thy thrust to parry, 
When thouj2onsulla_thjulictiDnary 

Of anci ent words, 
Which come from thy poetic quarry 

As sharp as swords. 

Now tho' I should baith reel and rottle, 
And be as light as Aristotle, 
At Ed'nburgh we sail ha'e a bottle 
Of reaming claret. 



* The celebrated Ben Jonaon. 

t Soots Ramny prees'd hard, and sturdily vaunted , 
He'd fifrht for tho laurel befors he would want it : 
But rlsit Apollo, and cry'd, Peace there, old stile, 
Your wit in obecure to one half of tho isle. 

B. 8ks8. of Poets. 

e2 • 



Oin tint my hKU-p»y • aillor afaottla 
Oan stiely spare it. 

At cnuiibo then we'll rock our bivin, 
Drown ilk dull care ami aching paiu, 
Whilk afUii does our apirita drain 

Of true content ; 
Vi'oy, woy ! but we's be wonder taia, 

^hen thus acqnamt. 



Wi't 



fo'U 



:rcraig. 
Then enter in a lasting league. 
Free of ill aspect or intrigue ; 

And, gin ;ou ptcwe it. 
Like princes when mot at the Hague, 

Well Bolemniia it. 

Accept of this, and look upon it 
With favour, tho' poor IVe done it : 
Sae I conclude and end my Bonnet, 

Who am moat fully, 
While I do wear a hat or bonnet,i 

WaMTON WlLI 



By this my postscript I incline .' 
To let you ken my hail design 
Of sic a long imperfect line ' 

laee in this senteiiice, 



- He bod held his conimlvloD hgDounlily lo Lon^ HyDdtonl'i 



lIl]MM£lieB«pll1t. 



r\ 



SSVSV rAMUJAB BPIBTLBS. 235 

To cahivBte my dull engine 

By yonr aoquaintanoe. 

Your anawer therefore I expect ; 
And to your friend you may direct 
At GUbertfield;* do not neglect, 

When ye have leisure, 
Wliich 1*11 embrace with great respect, 

And perfect pleasure. 



xciu. 

Answer I. 

Edinbubgh, July 10th, 1719. 

SoNSE fa' me, witty, Wanton Willy, 

Gin blyth I was na as a filly ; 

Not a fou pint, nor short-hought gilly, 

Or wine that's better, 
Could please sae meikle, my dear Billy, 

As thy kind letter. 

Before a lord and eik a knight. 
In gossy Don's be candle-light. 
There first I saw't, and ca'd it right, 

And the maist feck 
Wha's seen't sinsyne, they ca'd as tight 

As that on Heck. 

Ha, heh ! thought I, I canna say 
But I may cock my nose the day. 
When Hamilton the bauld and gay 

Lends me a heezy. 
In verse that slides sae smooth away, 

Well tell'd and easy. 

* Nigh Glasgow. 



Sm moi'd by ute of woU-koni] mettle, 
Nbq Bina' did mf ambition pettle, 
My cankor'd critic» it will nettle. 

And e'en sae be 't : 
This month I 'm Bnre 1 winna settle, 

Sae pnrnd I "m wi't. 

When 1 begond first to ciin vorae. 

And could your Ardry whina* rehevse, ; 

Whore Bunny Heck ran fast and fierce, / 

It Tvarni'd my breaot ; / 

Then emulation did me pierce, J 

WhilksuiceuL-'eTceMt. 

iUy I be lieket wi' a bittte. 

Gin of your nimiben I think little ; 

Ye 're nevor nigget, shan, nor kittle, 
But biyth and gabby, 

And hit the spirit to a tittle 

Of standard Habby.t 

Yu'll qnat your quill !— that were ill, Willy, 
Ye'fl sing some moir yet, niU ye will ye. 
O'er meikle hainlng wad but apill ye. 

And gar ye sour ; 
Then up and war thora a' yet, Willy, 

'Tifl in your powV. 



id HcrtQUB ScolB Ptxmi 



I Tho cUgy on R.ilihjSimi»>n,plpdro(Kilbarc!ian;iifiniihod piece ollte kind. 
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Syne to tell ap, they downa lout 

To lift the gear ; 
The maliBon lights on that rout. 

Is plain and clear. 

The chiels of London, Cam, and Ox, 

Ha*e rais'd up great poetic stocks 

Of Rapes, of Backets, Sarks, and Locks, 

WhUe we neglect 
To shaw their betters ; this provokes 

Me to reflect 

On the leam'd days of Gawn Donkell ; * 
Our country then a tale could tell, 
£urox>e had nane mair snack and snell 

At Terse or prose : 
Our kings t were poets too themsell, 

Bauld and jocose. 

To Ed'nburgh, Sir, whene'er ye come, 
111 wait upon ye, there's my thumb, 
Were't frae the gill-bells to the drum t. 

And tak' a bout. 
And faith I hope we'll not sit dumb, 

Nor yet cast out. 



* Gawn Douglas, the brother of the Earl of Angus, the bishop of Dunkell, who, 
beiddee aereral original poems, hath left a most exact translation of Virgil's .£neiB 
Into the Scotlsh language of his age : ho died in 1622. 

t James the First and Fifth. 

t From half an hour before twelve at noon, when the music>bells begin to play, 
(frequently called the gill-beUs, from people's taking a whetting dnun at that time,) 
to the drum at ten o'clock at night, when the drum goee round to warn sober folks 
to call for a biU. 



< 



GiLBSBTTiELD, July 2»tii. 1719. 

DbAR RlXBAT, 

When t rccoiv'd thy kind ejHBtle, 

It made lau dance, and siag, and whialla ; 

O sic a fike and sic a fiatle 

I had about it ! 
Thnt e'er «-m knight of tha Scots thistle* 

Sue f&in, 1 doubted. 

The bonny linos therein thou Bent m». 
How to the Nines they did content me; 
Tho', Sir, wie high to compUmeD^B 

Ye mi gilt deferr'J, 
For had yc but haffwell a kent mv. 
Some leu wad s' 



fc 



With joyfu' heart beyond expressi 

They're safely now in my poai 

O gin I were a winter session \ 

Neat by thy lodging^ 
I'd close attend thy new professioi^i, 

Without e'er budging . 



Inc 



en down earnest, there's but few 
o with Ramsay dare avow, 
rae, for to gi'e thee'thy due, b 

And without fieetchii ig, 



uiiblo order ul knighthood. tpnsHtutod bj King Acluliu, 
VI!. The ordinnry Emdgn, • »oni Ijy tha knlghta of tfaa 
to n-hlch Is appended a thlil lie o( gold cmrned wUti an 
A circle o[ sold, with thii Ainotlo, " feme m« ImpuM 
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Thou's better at that trade, I trow, 

Than some's at preaduDg.'*^ 

For my part, till Fm better lear*t. 
To troke witii thee I*d best forbear't, 
For an' the fonk of Edinburgh hear't, 

They'll ca' me daft; 
I'm nnco' iri, and dirt f eart 

I mak' wrang waft. 

Thy verses nice as ever nicket. 
Made me as canty as a cricket ; 
I eigh to reply, lest I stick it ; 

Syne like a coof 
I look, or ane whose pouch is pickit 

As bare's my loof . 

Heh winsom ! how thy saft sweet style, 
And b onny auld ji ords gar me smile ; 
Thou's travell'd sure mony a mile 

Wi' charge and cost. 
To leam them thus keep rank and file, 

And ken their post. 

For I man tell thee, honest Allie, 
(I use the freedom so to cidl thee,) 
I think them a' sae braw and walie. 

And in sic order, 
I wad nae care to be thy vallie. 

Or thy recorder. 

Has thou with Bosicrudans f wandert, 
Or thro' some doncie desart dandert? 



* This eompliznent 1b entirely free of the fuLsome hyperbole. 

t A people deeply learned in the occult sciences, who conversed with aeriel beings: 
gentlemanlike kind of necromancers, or so. 




And on CTjnditi-.a I v«te w S>1>^ 
A* fcttber ih6« r-r h.iDWi B^bby, 

Or veh« {Jaah, 
Ad'1 then thrro'd b« Me tar fne atubl^, 
Thoa'd look right qmuh. 

What th'.' y'i«ng empty airy Bpau-ks 
Hay have their critical remark* 
'hi thir my blyth diTerting warks ; 

'TU sma presumption, 
T" Hay they're bnt unlearned clarka, 

And want the gumptiun. 

Lot cixcomb critics get a tether 
'I'd tyo lip a' thoir Un^ loose leather ; 
If tliuy and J chance to forgether, 
The tane may rue it ; 
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For an they winna had their blether, 
They*B get a flewet. 

To leant them for to peep and pry 
In aecret drolLi 'twixt thee and I, 
Pray dip thy pen in wrath, and cry, 

And ca' them Bkellums ; 
Fm fore thou needs set little by 

To bide their bellums. 

Wi' writing I'm sae bleirt and doited, 
That when I raise, in troth I stoited ; 
I thought I should torn capemoited. 

For wi' a gird, 
Upon my bum I fairly doited 

On jthe cald eard ; 
Which did oblige a little dumple 
Upon my doup, close by my rumple : 
But had ye seen how I did trumple, 

Te'd split your side, 
Wi' mony a lang and weary wimple, 

Like trough of Clyde. 



xcv. 
Answbb II. 



Edinburgh, August 4th, 1719. 

Dbab Hamilton, ye'll turn me dyver. 
My muse sae bonny ye describe her ; 
Ye blaw her sae, I'm fear'd ye rive her. 

For wi* a whid, 
Gin ony higher up ye drive her, 

She'll rin red- wood.* 

* Run distracted. 

f2 



A I.— •* WhUit," i|aoth the Tongy jwl«. 
P WBSam'B m viae jndidoin Ud, 
■ iMrin* nwir tliita e'er je had, 

ni-br©dbog-rtiJier;« 
> M* 7* Ba'er sm cn>i)w had onw'd, 



I' &• 1 1' Apolfe did re cadgA. 
rngni 



• HoBovr'a Indm 
rngntefn' boMt ! 

C^cw oipaB and a btdgef 
Ta thongbt a foart. 
•• ChataliM' ft<atiiun brink, 

IW. It-mti t ^^Ti{, ' Mui tali' a ilriiil;, 

^T« •hisl, ont paper, pen, and ink. 
And do mjr bidding : 

H. rJiankf,^. <il*« fU gar y e stink 
Tf4 on a midding ! " 

Vr niHtTw* d**r. j-fflir senrant humble," 
«»».. ; ■■ 1 di.-oild b* taith to drumble 
> .Mir nwDu.-ov <-ir c'tr gar ye gnimble ; 
"Tw Tw'er be me 
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ShaQ flcandalize, or say ye bummil 
Ye'r poettie." 

Frme what Fve tell'd, my friend may learn 
How sadly I ha'e been forfaim, 
I'd bettor been ayont side Cairn- 

staiount,* I trow ; 
IVe kiss'd the tawz^t like a good bairn. 

Now, Sir, to yon : 

Heal be yonr heart, gay oouthy carle, 
Lang may ye help to toom a barrel ; 
Be thy crown ay nndowr'd in quarrel, 

When thon inclines 
To knoit thrawn-gabbit sumphs that snarl 

At our frank lines. 

nk good chiel says, ye're well worth gowd, 
And blythness on ye's well bestow'd, 
'Mang witty Scots ye'r name's be row'd, 

Ne'er fame to tine ; 
The crooked clinkers shall be cow'd,t 

But ye shall shine. 

Set out the burnt side of your shin, § 
For pride in poets is nae sin ; 
Glory's the prize for which they rin, 

And fame's their jo ; 
And wha blaws best the horn shall win : 

And wharefore no ? 



* A noted hill in Kincaidinesbire. 

t Kiflsed the rod ; owned my fault like a good child. 

X The Bciibblhig rfaymerB, with their lame versification, shall bo cowed, Le. shorn 
off. 

{ Ae if one would say, " Walk stately with your toes out. " An expression used 
when we would bid a person (merrily) look brlbk. 




Shatn MWtar •UQ tkn boIm ■ 



ThM M tim dooteti, fuhM w 
Oh)I iifi ilie vnuig aide of Ibes sen, 
]'Vv)>, fn, M>d |[im, wi' «pite and ten 

AdiI U.' » fljtiiig : 
Uui^ fur th* lively Uda wiD M 

U« &a« back-bititig. 
If Um lk« 87p«ua tlinna ■pong lu, 
w]u*k«n ha'e na daog ni 

ilir, 1 i-Br< Buiffnr thro' miiDdiingns, 

Wi' booto Mid belt on, 
; h*^ t.> «» irou At St, Mungo's,* 
Atveen and BeltM). 



Grisnx lit. 

(tiuiebtfikld, Aoguit 24th, 1719. 
».>*■•« >>-,'■ tJiip^ and lust ossaj 
>■* -"-w' i-iowtfi. 1 humhlf pmy, 
M-n-i- S»iH*«it, iun.1 iJih.i' it may 

Sfww d>^ih uid doiuie, 
\-.. -Voiv ,-s »:; iliin^ I heard B»y, 

\^ i.tivi<,iv \ >s'<ki\v .\>»iM ij«p or alumber, 
l\a I ii*Uw »;.. iXii Ujipy number: 
f^ t^Wrtuv s\'4tMtt^r)xus'.) (he cumber 



■V «»»(. iti-.,r\h ,rf C.twBUw. 



>-v-w 
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And uiooyt away* like three-hand ombre, 
Sixpence a cart. 

Of thy last poem, bearing date 
August the fourth, I grant receipt ; 
It waa aae braw, gart me look blate, 

liaiat tyne my Benses, 
And look just like poor country Kate, 

In Lucky Spence's, f 

I ahaw'd it to our pariah priest, 
Wha was as blyth as gi*m a feast ; 
He says, thou may had up thy creest, 

And craw fu' crouse, 
The poets a' to thee's but jest, 

Not worth a souse. 

Thy blyth and cheerf u* merry muse. 
Of compliments is sae profuse, 
For my good bavins dis me roose 

Sae very finely, 
It were ill breeding to refuse 

To thank her kindly. 

What tho* sometimes, in angry mood, 
When she puts on her barlichood, 
Her dialect seem rough and rude, 

Let 's ne'er be fleet, 
But tak our bit, when it is good. 

And buffet wi't. 

For gin we ettle anes to taunt her, 
And dinna cawmly thole her banter. 



• Whirl'd smoothly round. "Bnooying" always exproMOs the action of atop 
orBpindle, Ac. 

t Vide Elegy on Lucky Spence, vol. i. p. 217. 



246 Ramsay's poxm b. 

She*ll tak' the flings,* verse may grow scanter ; 

Syne wi' great shame 
Well me the day that we do want her ; 

Then wha's to bbune ? 

But let us still her kindness onlzie, 
And wi' her never breed a tolzie, 
For we'll bring aff bnt little spulzie 

In sic a barter ; 
And shell be fair to gar ns fuhde, 

And cry for quarter. 

Sae little worth's my rhyming ware. 
My pack I scarce dare apen mair, 
'TiU I tak' better wi' the lair, 

My pen's sae blunted ; 
And a' for fear I file the fair,t 

And be affronted. 

The dull draff-drink J makes me sae dowff, 
A' I can do's but bark and yowff ; 
Yet set mo in a claret howff, 

Wi' fouk that's chancy, 
My muse may lend me then a gowtf 

To clear my fancy. 

Then Bacchus-like I'd bawl and bluster, 
And a' the muses 'bout me muster ; 
Sae merrily I'd squeeze the cluster, 

And drink the grape, 
'Twad gi'e my verse a brighter lustre, 

And better shape. 



" Turn sullen, restive, and kick. 

t This phrase in used when one attempts to do what is handsome, and is 
affronted by not doing it right :— not a reasonable fear In him. 

J Heavy malt-liquor. 
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The pow^B aboon be still auspicious 
To thy achievements maist delicious ; 
Thy pcems sweet, and nae way Ticious, 

But bly th and canny, 
To see I'm anxious and ambitious, 

Thy Miscellany. 

A' blessings,* Ramsay, on thee row ; 
Lang may thou live, and thrive, and dow, 
Until thou daw an auld man's pow ; 

And thro' thy creed, 
Be keeped frae the wirricow. 

After thou's dead. 



XCVUr 

AXSWSR III. 

Edinbdroh, Sept. 2, 1719. 



My Trusty Tbojan, 

Thy last oration orthodox, 
Thy innocent auld farren jokes. 
And sonsy saw of three, provokes 

Me anes again. 
Tod lowrie like,t to loose my pocks, 

And pump my brain. 

By a' your letters I ha'e read, 
I eithly scan the man well-bred. 
And soger that, where honour led, 

"Bab ventur'd bauld ; 
Wha now to youngsters leaves the yed, 

To 'tend his fauld. % 



-* aH this vene is a Buocinct cluster of kindly wishoB, elegantly expressed, with a 
friendly spirit ; to which I take the liberty to add, Amen. 

t liike Reynard the fox, to betake myself to some more of my wiles. 

X LcaTOs \h6 martial contention, and retires to a country life. 



kakut'b foxm. 

Thftt bang'ster billy, CmBtr July, 
Wha at Pharsalia wan the toolj. 
Had better sped had he mair hooly 

Scamper'd thro' life, 
And 'midst hia glories aheath'd hia gooly , 

And kisa'd hia wife. 

Had he, like yon, aa well he oould,* 
Upon bum banks the musea woo'd, 
Retir'd betimea frae 'mang the crowd, 

Wha'd been aboon him. 
The senate's durks, and faction loud. 

Had ne'er undone faim. 

Yet Bometimes leave the riggs and bog. 
Your howniB, aad braes, and ahady scrog. 
And hclm-a-leo the claret cog. 

To clear your wit : 
Be blyth, and let thy world e'en shog 

As it thinks tit. 

Ne'er foah about your neist year's state, 
Nor with sui)eri(ir pow'rs debate. 
Nor caiitrapes cast to ken your fate ; 

There's Uls anew 
To cram our days, which soon grow late ; 

Let's live juat now. 

WTjen northern blaata the ocean snurl, 
And gars the heights and hows look gurl. 
Then left about the bumi>er whirl. 

And toora the horn ; t 
Grip fast the hours which hasty huri, 

The mom 's the mom. 



cura nude Id ibiipe jl 
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Thua to Leuoonoe sang sweet Flaocus,* 
Wba nane e'er thought a gillygacaa ; 
And why should we let whimsies hawk us, 

When joy's in season. 
And thole sae aft the spleen to whauk us 

Out of our reason ? 

Tho* I were laird of tensoore acres. 

Nodding to jouks of hallen-shakers,t 

Tet cruah'd wi' humdrums, which the weaker*s 

Contentment ruins, 
I'd rather roost wi' causey-rakers, 

And sup cauld sowens. 

I think, my friend, an fowk can get 
A doll of roast beef piping het. 
And wi' red wine their wyson wet. 

And cleathing clean. 
And be na sick, or drown'd in debt, 

They're no too mean. 

I read this verse to my ain kimmer, 
Wha kens I like a leg of gimmer, 
Or sic and sic good belly timmer : 

Quoth she, and leugh. 
Sicker of thae, winter and simmer, 

Ye're well enough." 

My hearty goss, there is nae help. 
But hand to nive we twa man skelp 
Up Rhine and Thames, and o'er the Alp- 
pines and Pyrenians. 



* Tide Book i. Ode 11 of Horace. 

t A hallen is a feuoe (built of stone, turf, or a moveable flake of heather) at the 
sideB of the door, in country places, to defend them from the wind. The trem- 
bUng attendant about a forgetful great man's gate or levee, Is also expressed In the 
term "hallenshaker." 

q2 



<< 



200 ramsat's poxms. 



The cheerfon carles do sae yelp 

To ha'e 'b their minions. 

Thy raffan mral rhyme sae rare. 

Sic wordy, wanton, hand-wail'd ware, 

Sae gash and gay, gars fowk gae gare* 

To ha'e them by them ; 
Tho' gaffin they wi* aides sae sair, 

(^, "Waegaeby him!"t 

Fair fa* that soger did invent 
To ease the poet's toil wi* prent : 
Now, William, we man to the bent. 

And pouse our fortune. 
And crack wi* lads wha're well content 

Wi* this our sporting. 

Gin ony sour-mou'd giming bucky 

Ca' me conceity keckling chucky, 

That we, like nags whase necks are yucky, 

Ha'e us'd our teeth ; 
I'll answer fine, Gae kiss ye'r Lucky, J 

She dwells i* Leith. 

I ne'er wi' lang tales fash my held, 
But when I speak, I speak indeed : 
W ha ca's nie droll, but ony feed, 

ril own I'm sae ; 
And while my champers can chew breml, 

Yours, 

— Allan Ramsay. 



* Make iwoplo vcrj' canicst. 

t It Is ii.sn.'il for many, afU>r u full lautjh, to comi)lain of sore Rides, and to bestow 
n kindly curse on tlic author of tlic jo<t : but tlic folks of more ton<ier couscieuitw 
have turned expletives to friendly wi.shea, buch as this, or "Hoiibc fu' yc," and the 
like. 

I Is a cant phrase, from what rise I know not : but it Ls made use of when ond 
thinkH it iA not worth while to give a direct answer, or think thcm&clves foolijihiy 
accused. 



BEYKS FAHniAB BPX8TLS8. 251 

xcvni. 
AN EPISTLE TO LIEUTENANT HAMILTON, 

OK RXCBIVnVO THE COMFLnfENT 07 A BARBEL OF LOCHFYNE 

HEBBINGS FBOM HIM. 

TouE herrings, Sir, came hale and feer,^* 

In healsome brine a' soumin, 
Fa' fat they are, and gasty gear, 
Ab e*er I laid my thumb on ; 
Braw sappy fish 
As ane ootdd wish 
To clap on f adge or scone ; 
They relish fine 
Gk>od claret wine, 
That gars oar cares stand yon. 

Right mony gabs wi' them shall gang 

Aboat Auld Reekie's ingle. 
When kedgy carles think nae lang, 
When stoups and trunchers gingle : 
Then my friend leal. 
We toss ye'r heal, 
And with bald brag advance. 
What 's hoorded in 
Lochs Broom and Fin t 
Might ding the stocks of France. 

A jelly sum to carry on 

A fishery's designed,]: 
Twa million good of sterling pounds, 

By men of money's signed. 



* Whulo, without the least fault or want. 

t Two lochs on the western seas, where plenty of herring arc taken. 

I The royal fishery ; success to which is the wish and hope of every good man. 



facno. y mt'm *wi dooMad. 




Aa public get* 
A hee^, or a «e« kick. 

Ff, fj ! — bat yet 1 hope 'tis daft 
To fear that trick come hither; 
Ka, we're aboon that dirty craft 
Of biting aue anither. 

The subject rich 
Will g* a hitch 
T' increase the public gear, 
When on our seoa. 
Like biay beea, 
Ten thousand fishen steer. 



I\iiiM wo catch th' united shoala 
Tlint cniird the weEtern ocean, 
nip liKlioa would prove hungry boles, 
(NiiniMtr'd to tliia our Goshen ; 
Then let's to wark 
With net and bark. 
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Them fiah and faithf u' cure up ; 

Gin aae we join. 

Well cleek in coin 
Frae a' the ports of Europe. 

Thanks t' ye, Captain, for this swatch 

Of our store, and your favour ; 
Gin I be spar'd your love to match 
Shall still be my endeavour. 
Next unto you. 
My service due 
Please gi'e to Matthew Cumin,^ 
Wha with fair heart 
Has play'd his part, 
And sent them true and trim in. 



xcix. 

TO THE MUSIC CLUB. 

1721. 

£bb on old Shinar's plain the fortress rose, 
Xtear'd by those giants who durst heav'n oppose, 
An universal language mankind us'd. 
Till daring crimes brought accents more confused ; 
I>iBCord and jar for punishment were hurl'd 
On hearts and tongues of the rebellious world. 

The primar speech with notes harmonious clear, 
(Transporting thought ! ) gave pleasure to the ear 
Then music in its full perfection shin'd, 
When man to man melodious spoke his mind. 



* Merdumt in Glasgow, and one of the late moglstratos of that city. 




nrntf*, 'whmt tpafkmif c4 mti^ pioeltim 

Tpv kn to hMT'n, «U (u joar cM Mr j't UmK, ' 

Jtmi dMv tkBl BOttc our h*n a* good (bw 

!■ ABriml* gliM. M CailnB'a gnoa nUM* i 

And wid Outnlir* acA ilaliu •ong 

IGx " Caiwimkatiw,' aai " VTmiet lugbU tn iaag 

X<« ikMUd Hm ia«rtul " PUwMb " be dMpu'd ,- 

Owv'd and nbM I7 job, Iheac dull tita mate be f«u'd. 

BaiA nnlli'd etr CZtoll fOOr heav'nly an, 
Wliieb tootliM oar care, and elevntcs the beut ; 
j WUbt boanor aonnda tlie martial anloun muvo, 
. And Uqaid noUa iarite to aluilea and lara 

Iliul t aofe rertonr of dutomperM muuii, 

' That Willi Jolittht the raging paaaiona bind* ; 

KiaUtlo conoiiril, on!}- iMinisli'd beD, 

Miwl |>»rfoct whun) the perfoct bcinga dwell 

IflXW >i'Ay "'■<' yoiit'i Attend Ihf chonuiug ritai, 

I \ iWH »>iV I'*"}' t^'i''' ^'7 Enuuported sweeCe. 
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C. 

AN EPISTLE TO MB. JAMES AKBUCKLE ; 

DESCBIBINO THB AUTHOB. 

Edikbuboh, January, 1719. 

As errant knight^ with Bword and pistol. 
Bestrides his steed with mighty fistle ; 
Then stands some time in jumbled swither, 
To ride in this road, or that ither ; 
At last spurs on, and disna care for 
A how, a what way, or a wherefore. 

Or like extemporary quaker, 
Wasting his lungs, t' enlighten weaker 
Lanthoms of clay, where light is wanting, 
With formless phrase, and formal canting ; 
While Jacob Bcehmen's* salt does season, 
And saves his thought frae corrupt reason, 
Growling aloud with motions queerest, 
Yerking those words out which lye nearest. 

Thus I (no longer to illustrate 
With similes, lest I should frustrate 
Design laconic of a letter, 
With heap of language, and no matter,) 
Bang*d up my blyth auld-fashion'd whistle. 
To Bowf ye o'er a short epistle. 
Without rule, compasses, or charcoal. 
Or serious study in a dark hole. 
Three times I ga'e the muse a nig. 
Then bit my nails, and claw'd my lug ; 



• The Teutonic philosophor, who wrote volumes of unlutelllgiblo enthusliistio 
bombast. 



.it Uwj'd b 



GnodUr.Ju 
(That'i moKkftBUr' myh m doM a fi 
Vv'n iTf loama bwifc to r»lr«l»iii 1 
Ijmg life ftBi) Uimiw[ li^a ^ 
Hurrat, wlffltw, ■ 
Ami Bjr koqi apjnNirhaH 



That ya m*]' tliro' fw Iw^ bit p^ 
t,M lini^uig up our Biit«r Gbogoi* ; 
mi«i« IwU an dextVooa at inqvoTn^ 
And docJle Iuum fair and loviBg ; 

Itiit i„'i,-r Iriit l.hoae ftlloirs' giminf, 
\\ hn v^tvir their faces ay in monmiiig, 
Vll^^ fmo ]nire diilnesa are malicioiia, 
Tv-nninjt ilk turn that's witty, vidona. 

N.^v. iliiniin. in iieiat place, teeuttdo, 
W i!\\f yfix « hat's your due in mundo ; 
^Tut >. M iwj- ill hiunc-o'er phtasea, 
^'.- f,i;: lis iiipn i>f mettle pnusea 
; \ w.mf- ,i( jMUTB, when they can light on'l 
V.-^ •!\^iu)i t ihink th(^y'^e in the right on'l 
>■ ., •v.Mv'n ;»j- Kiincfhii^ aae auld-famo, 
X..- .:-,; fc*v nno-tnilrain'il, and darin, 
1- -■!,• Mwijil^ Kv havp seen yet, 
<(i,.. ;.„>;. K'411'4- hiwv has been yet : 
■V-, __,v n« iK»), -My friend Arbuckle, 
\ -, I,* »«.Ms' i\sv'.) an« »>i luiickle : 



. IV^^ 
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Faoae flatt'ry nane but fook will iiokle, 
ThftI gan me hate it like anld Nicol : 
Bat when ane's of his merit conBdoos^ 
He's in the wrang, when praia'd, that glonahes. 

Thirdly, not tether'd to connection. 
Bat rattling by inspir'd direction, 
Whenerer fame, with voice like thander, 
Seta ap a chield a warld*8 wonder. 
Either for abahing fowk to dead. 
Or having wind-milla in his head. 
Or poet, or an aiiy beau, 
Or ony twa-legg'4 rary-show, 
They wha have never seen't are bissy 
To speer what like a carlie is he. 



Imprimia then, for tallness, I 
Am five foot and four inches high ; ^. 
A black-a-vio'd snod dapper fallow. 
Nor lean, nor over-laid wi' tallow ; 
With phiz of a Morocco cut, 
Beflembling a late man of wit, 
Auld gabbet Spec,* wha was sae cunning 
To be a dummie ten years' running. 

Then for the fabric of my mind, 
'Tis mair to mirth than grief inclin*d ; 
I rather choose to laugh at folly. 
Than show dislike by melancholy : 
WeU judging*a sour heavy face 
Is not the truest mark of grace. 

I hate a drunkard or a glutton, 
Yet Tm nae f ae to wine and mutton : 



The Spectator, who gives its a fictitioiis dsscription of his short faco and taci- 
Ity, that he had been esteemed a dumb man for ten years. 

h2 
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Gre^t tables ne'er engag'd my wishes, 
When crowded with o'er mony dishes ; 
A healthfu' stomach sharply set. 
Prefers a back-sey piping het. 

I never oonld imag^e 't Ticioos 
Of a fair fame to be ambitious : 
Prond to be thought a comic poet. 
And let a judge of numbers know it, 
I court occasion thus to shew it. 

Second of thirdly, pray take heed, 
Ye*8 get a short 8¥ratch of my creed. 
To follow method negatively, 
Te ken, takes place of positively : 
Well then, I'm nowther Whig nor Tory,* 
Nor credit give to Purgatory ; 
Tn\iisub. , Loretta-hoiiso and mae tricks, 
As prayers to Saints Katties and Patricks, 
Nor Asgilite,t nor Bess Clarksonian,X 
Nor Mountaineer, § nor Mugletonian ; 



' l\;\iusc*y was a rcalovis Tory from principle. Bt)t he was much caress^ by 
Ivirvui vUrk and othor p?utlomon of oppi>sito principles, which made hiru out- 
wux\ily .iffoot ncutnility. His ** Vision, "ami *' Taleof Throe Bonnets." are suffivicnt 
prvH^fs of his ro.il ;is .in oKl J;uvbito : but, wishinif to disease himself, he pultlishe'l 
this, and the ** F-vl<> J^^i^l Rcdbrea.st,*' as ancient ix>ems, .ind with the tictition* 
signature oi " A. R. S< v>r :" whence they are generally attrilnitcd to an old pix-t, 
Alexander S<*v»t. cf whcv*e couiiv>sition there are several pieces iu the coUectiun 
pnblishcvl by Uamj^ay. called "The Evergreen." 

f Mr. Asj^il. a late Menil»er of Parliament, advanced (whether in jest or earnest 
I know not) some very whimsical opinions ; particularly, that people need not die 
if they pleased, hut l>e translated alive to heaven like Enoch and Elijah. 

X BeHsy Clarkson, a Liinarksliire woman. Vide the history of her life and 
principles. 

f Our wild folks, who always prefer a hill side to a church under any civil 
authority. 

(i A kind of Quakers, so called from one Muglcton. See Leslie's "Snake in the 
Grass." 
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Nor can helieye, ant's nae great ferly. 
In Gotmoor fowk and Andrew Harlay.* 

Neiat, Anti-Toland, Blunt, and Whiaton, 
Know positiyely I'm a Christian, 
Believing tmths and thinking free. 
Wishing thrawn parties wad agree. 

Say, wad ye ken my gate of fending, 
My income, management, and spending ? 
Bom to nae lairdship, (mair 's the pity ! ) 
Tet denison of this fair city ; 
I make what honest shift I can, 
And in my ain house am good-man. 
Which stands on Sdinboi^'s street, the sun-side : 
I theck the out, and line the inside 
Of mony a douce and witty pash. 
And baith ways gather in the cash ; 
Thus heartily I graze and beau it, 
And keep my wife ay great wi' poet : 
Contented I have sic a skair. 
As does my business to a hair ; 
And fain wad prove to ilka Scot, 
That pooHdth 's no the poet's lot. 

Fourthly and lastly baith togither, 
Pray let us ken when ye come hither ; 
There's mony a canty carle and me 
Wad be much comforted to see ye : 
And if your outward be refractory, 
Send us your inward manufactory. 
That when we're kedgy o'er our claret, 
We correspond may with your spirit. 



* A family or two who had a particular religion of their own, raluod themaelvoa 
on using Tain repetitions in prayers of six or seven hours long : were pleased 
-vrith ministera of no kind. Andrew Harlaw, a dull fellow of no education, was 
bMd of the party. 



Aooept i4 117 kind vidua, willi 
The suue Ut Dooa Butler, amd Snitb ; 
Hoaltb, (tit, aad juj, Mola 1«^ and fnm, 
B« •" your tktM :— Mie God be wi' ye. 



TO THI EAKL OF DALHOUSIB. 



Dalbocui of an ftuld desoent, I 

My ctkief. my stoup, and ornament, / 



To 






Aivvpi i!iis suniiet nitli a smile. i 
Swtittj; CTOnt Horace in my view, 
H* t.' Mftv^naa, I to you ; 
l%Ht ihal uy iu\iae may sing vith ease, 
t " Iw^^ or dntp him em I please. 

H.-« .liffiMvntiy are fowk inclin'd, 
tVtv's )MT\1ly tvaof the aame mind! 
^-ai-f t)W Ki sttuty, aome to play, 
^fDV .-« iW Links b> win the day, 
i-fc* t«T tW <^^ut'W^ rin like wood, 
K jJi-^^s^ sWvn with sweat and blood ; 
fvv «■:"•** «yiw aaaiiuica a look 
Xtn^ «*:» A Wh<*MKh nr a duke. 
\vi<4 1 v« iW malt with pawky face 
ttM wss«i.»*vt v » buKious place, 
liji^^UAi^ ^,<l *n ^''iM^ntliiig fate, 
ttv^ >vViu\t «iiK hi* uueasy state; 
vtK'in vl Ai « mhttis, h« gangs fou braw. 
t\ll (v«tf W ).iiil<< i-^l ho W. 
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The Lothian fanner he likes best 
To be of good faugh riggs pooaest, 
And fen npon a frugal stock, 
Where bis forbears had us'd the yoke ; 
Nor 18 he fond to leave his wark, 
And venture in a rotten bark, 
Syne unto far aff countries steer, 
On tumbling waves to gather gear. 

The merchant wrecked upon the main. 
Swears hell ne'er venture on't again ; 
That he had rather live on cakes. 
And shyrest swats, with landart maiks. 
As rin the risk by storms to have. 
When he is dead, a living grave. 
But seas turn smooth, and he grows fain. 
And fairly takes his word again, 
Tho' he should to the bottom sink. 
Of poverty he downa think. 

Some like to laugh their time away, 
To dance while pipes or fiddles play ; 
And have nae sense of ony want, 
As lang as they can drink and rant. 

The rattling drum and trumpet's tout 
Delight young swankies that are stout ; 
What his kind frighted mother ugs, 
Is music to the soger's lugs. 

The hunter with his hounds and hawks 
Bangs up before his wife awakes ; 
Nor speers gin she has ought to say. 
But scours o'er heighs and hows a' day. 
Thro' moss and moor, nor does he care 
Whether the day be foul or fair, 
If he his trusty hounds can cheer 
To hunt the tod or drive the deer. 




X' "jIE. ilEHiS. 






f-^T, jvi'ie lit'.iu dial jooneU- 

furr f/yfrie» shall he U'en, 
Aii'1 find "Fi liiTMii Hi bnik our bow're, 
V'>iir rnem'rj' utihll romain. 
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To your ain deeds the maut deny'd, 

Or of a taste o'er fine, 
May be ye're bnt o'er right, afraid 

To nnk in verse like mine. 

The List can ne'er the reason prove, 

Else wherefore with good will 
Do ye my nat'ral lays approve, 

And help me up the hill? 

By yonr assistance unconstrain'd, 

To courts I can repair, 
And by your art my way I've gain'd 

To closets of the fair. 

Had I a muse like lofty Pope, | 

For tow'ring numbers fit, , 

Then I th' ingenious mind might hope 
In truest light to hit. 

But comic tale, and sonnet alee, 

Are casten for my share. 
And if in these I bear the gree, \^ 

111 think it very fair. 



cm. 

TO Sm WILLIAM BENNET. 

1721. 

Whilk now in discord giddy changes reel, 
And some are rack'd about on fortune's wheel, 
You, with undaunted stalk and brow serene, 
May trace your groves, and press the dewy green ; 
Ko guilty twangs your manly joys to wound. 
Or hoirid dreams to make your sleep unsound. 




H EAXaAT 8 FOBHS. 

To TOch as you who cui mun c&re deq>ije. 
Nature's all beautifal 'tvizt eArth and slciea. 
Not harried with the thint of nnjiiat gain, 
Ton can delight younelf im hill or fdain, 
Obaerring when those tender spronta appear. 
Which a«wd with fragrant sweete the youthful ye 
Tout lovely scenea of Harlefiald abound 
With aa much choice as ia in Britain found : 
Here faireat plants from Nature's bosom start 
FVom soil pToMc, serr'd with curious art ; 
Here oft the heedful gaser is beguil'd. 
And wanders thro' an artificial wild. 
While uatiTe flow'ry green, and crystal stcuids, 
Appear the laboara of ingeuions hands. 

Most happy he who can these aweota enjoy 
With taate refin'd, which does not easy cloy. 
Not ao plebeian souU, whom sporting fate 
ThriiatB into life upon a large estate, 
While spleen their weak imagination boufb, 
They're at n loss Low to employ tlieir hours : 
Tlie sweetest plants which fairest gardens show 
Are lost to them, for them unlieedod griiw : 
Siich purblind eyes ne'er view the son'roua page, 
Where shine the raptures of poetic mge ; 
Nor thro' the microscope can take delight 
T' observe the tuska and briatlea of a niite ; 
Nor by the lengthen'd tnbe learn to descry 
Those shining worlds which roll around the sky. 
Bid such read hiat'ry to improve their skill, 
Polite exciiae I their memoriea ore ill : 
Moll'a maps may in their dining-rooms make show, 
But their contents they're not oblig'd to know ; 
And gen 'reus friendship's out of sight too fine, 
They tliink it only means a glass of wine. 

But he whose cheerful mind hath higher flown, 
And adds leam'd thoughts of others to his own ; 
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seen the world, and read the yolome Man, 
And can the apriiigs and ends of action scan ; 
Has fronted death in service of his king, 
And drunken deep of the Castalian spring ; 
This man can live, and happiest life's his due ; 
Can be a Mend — a virtue known to few ; 
Yet all such virtues strongly shine in you. 



CIV. 

TO A FRIEND AT FLORENCE.* 

1721. 

YoxjJL steady impulse foreign climes to view, 

To study nature, and what art can shew, 

I now approve, while my warm fancy walks 

O'er Italy, and with your genius talks ; 

We trace, with glowing breast and piercing look. 

The curious gall'ry of th' illustrious duke, 

"Where all those masters of the arts divine, 

With pencils, pens, and chisels greatly shine, 

Immortalizing the Augustan age, 

On medals, canvas, stone, or written page. 

Profiles and busts originals express. 

And antique scrolls, old ere we knew the press. 

For^s love to science, and each virtuous Scot, 

May days unnumber'd be great Cosmus' lot ! 

The sweet Hesperian fields you'll next explore, 
Twixt Amo's banks and Tiber's fertile shore. 
Now, now I wish my organs could keep pace, 
With my fond muse and you these plains to trace ; 

* Mr. Smibert, a painter. Mr. Walpole, in hlB " Anecdotos of Painting," cliarac- 
teriaes him as an ingenious artist, and a modest worthy man. He died at Boston, 
In New England, in 1751. Allas RAMflAY, the painter, was a scholar of Smibert's. 
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Then we'd i^ala oar •■■!■ wilb MXindiiig notea 
WUcb wwble tnnafnl thro' the beardlMa throata, 
Juiu'd with the vibrating harmonioiu atringg. 
And breathing tnbea, while the aoft eaauch aiugi. 

Of all thow dainties take a hearty meal ; 
But let your reaolution still prevail : 
Return, before ronr pleaaore grow a toil. 
To longing frienda, and jour own native soil : 
Preaerre your health, your virtne still improve. 
Hence you'll invite protection from above. 



TO E. H. B. 

1721. 

O B ! conld theae fields of thine 

Bear, as in Gaul, the joicy vine 

How sweet tha bonny grape would shine 

On waw's where now, 
Your q^eota and peachea fine 

Their biandiea bow. 
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Siii«e hnmui life ia bat a blink. 

Why shoald we then its short joys sink ? 

He disna lire that oanna link 

The glass abont. 
When warm'd with wine, like men we think, 

And grow mair stout. 

The cauldrife carUes dog'd wi' care, 
Wha gathering gear gang hyt and gare, 
If ram*d wi' red, they rant and rair. 

Like mirthfu' men, 
It Boothly shaws them they can spare 

A rowth to spend. 

What soger, when with wine he's bung. 
Did e'er complain he had been dung, 
Or of his toil, or empty spung? 

Ka, o'er his glass, 
Nought but braw deeds employ his tongue, 

Or some sweet lass. 

Yet trouth 'tis proper we should stint 
Oursells to a fresh mod'rate pint, 
Why should we the blyth blessing mint 

To waste or spill, 
Since aften when our reason's tint, 

We may do ill? 

Let's set these hair-brain'd fowk in view, 
That when they're stupid, mad, and fou, 
Do brutal deeds, which aft they rue 

For a' their days. 
Which frequently prove very few 

To such as these. 

Then let us grip our bliss mair sicker, 
And tap our heal and sprightly liquor, 



Which aobsT tane, mnkoB wit the quicker. 
And lense mair keen. 

While graver heads that's muakle thicker 
Grane wi' the spleen. 



And gar mo like n fool deapioe. 

With stiflbeBs rudo, 
Whatever m; best frienda advise, 

Tho' ne'er ao gude. 
'Tis boat then to evite the ain 
Of bending till our sauls gae blin, 
Leat, like our glnas, uitr breuts gniw th in. 

And let fowk peep 
At ilka secret hid within, 

That IV e slioiild keep. 



cvi. 
TO MR. JOSEPH MITCHELL, 

ON HIE NUCCB8SFUL HE PRESENT ATION OT A TEAGEbV. ' 

1721. 

But jealoHsy, dear Jos., which aft gives pain 
To Bcriiupit sauls, 1 own myself right vain 
To see a native trusty friend of mine 
Sae brawly 'inang our blcezing billius shine. 
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Tea, wherefore no^ shaw them the frozen north 

Can tow'ring mindB with heay*nly heat bring forth : 

MindB that can mount with an uncommon wing, 

And frae black heath'ry-headed mountainB fung, 

Aa saft as he that hanghs Hesperian treads, 

Or leans beneath the aromatic shades ; 

Bred to the love of lifratnre and arms, 

Still something great a Scotish bosom warms ; 

Tho' nnrs'd on ice, and educate in snaw, 

Honour and liberty eggs him up to draw 

A hero's sword, or an heroic quill, 

The monstrous faes of right and wit to kill. 

Well may ye further in your leal design 
To thwart the gowks, and gar the brethren tine 
The wrang opinion which they lang have had, 
Thnt n* Trhi r h mm in tn th o st n g n in nnr ol} r-h nd 
Stupidly dull ! — but fools ay fools will be. 
And nane*s sae blind as them that winna see. 
Where's vice and virtue set in juster light ? 
Where can a glancing genius shine mair bright ? 
Where can we human life review mair plain. 
Than in the happy plot and curious scene ? 

If in themsells sic fair designs were ill. 
We ne'er had priev'd the sweet dramatic skill. 
Of Congreve, Addison, Steele, Bowe, and Hill ; 
Hill, wha the highest road to fame doth chuse. 
And has some upper seraph for his muse ; 
It maun be sae, else how could he display. 
With so just strength the great tremendous day ? 

Sic patterns, Joseph, always keep in view, 
Ne'er fash if ye can please the thinking few, 
Then, spite of malice, worth shall have its due. 
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Vhe pukes her pens, and aims a flight 
Thro' regions of internal light, 
Frae fancy's field these imths to bring. 
That yon should hear, and she should sing. 

Langsyne, when love and innocence 
Were human nature's best defence, 
Ere party jars made lawtith less, 
By deathing 't in a monkish dress ; 
Then poets shaw'd these evenly roads 
That lead to dwellings of the gods. 
In these dear dajrs, well kend of fame, 
DivitU votes was their name. 
It was, and is, and shall be ay, 
While they move in fair Virtue's way ; 
Tho' rarely we to stipends reach. 
Yet nane dare hinder us to preach. 

Believe me. Sir, the nearest way 
To happiness is to be gay ; 
For spleen indulg'd will banish rest 
Far frae the bosoms of the best ; 
Thousands a year's no worth a prin, 
Whene'er this fashions guest gets in : 
Bat a fair competent estate 
Can keep a man frae looking blate ; 
Sae eithly it lays to his hand 
What his just appetites demand. 
Wha has, and can enjoy, O wow ! 
How smoothly may his minutes flow ! 

« 

A youth thus blest with manly frame, 
Enliven'd with a lively flame, 
Wfll ne'er with sordid pinch control 
The satisfaction of his soul. 
Poor is that mind, ay discontent, 
That canna use what Gk>d has lent. 
But envious gims at a' he sees. 
That are a crown richer than he's ; 



ivi .-a.il-lrr-i ikiiscHS fi..lk-iia Eu( ; 
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Ai liTx,- u Kii-'D ^iJes 

Deairfd. iho' ardent, are uae crime, 

Wh«n ihej hannoniouslj keep time ; 

Bui *htn they spang o'er reason's fence, 

\W smart fi>r't at our ain expeuce. 

To rwreate us we're dllow'd, 

But gaming deep buila up the blood, 

And gars ane at groom -porter's ban 

The Being that made him a man, 

When his fair gardens, house, and lands. 

Are fa'n amongst the sharpers' hands. 
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A cheerfa' bottle loothes the mind, 
Own carles grow canty, free, and kind, 
Defeats our care, and heala our strife. 
And brawly oils the wheels of life ; 
But when just qnantums we transgress, 
Oar blessing turns the quite reverse. 

To love the bonny smiling fair, 
Nane can their passions better ware ; 
Yet love is kittle and unruly, 
And should move tentily and hooly ; 
For if it get o'er meikle head, 
'Tis fair to gallop ane to dead : 
O'er ilka hedge it wildly bounds. 
And grazes on forbidden grounds, 
Where constantly like furies range 
Poortith, diseases, death, revenge : 
To toom anes pbutch to daunty clever, 
Or have wrang'd husband probe ane's liver, 
Or void ane's saul out thro' a shanker, 
In faith 'twad any mortal canker. 

Then wale a virgin worthy you, 
Worthy your love and nuptial vow ; 
Sjme frankly range o'er a' her charms^ 
Brink deep of joy within her arms ; 
Be still delighted with her breast, 
And on her love with rapture feast. 

Biay she be blooming, saft, and young, 
With graces melting from her tongue ; 
Prudent and yielding to maintain 
Your love, as weU as you her ain. 

Thus with your leave. Sir, I've made free 
To give advice to ane can gi'e 
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• 

Thy breast alane this gladsome gaest does j&ll 
"With straiiis that warm our hearts like camiel gill, 
And leama thee, in thy nmquhile gutcher's tongae, 
The blythest lilts that e'er my lags heard sung. 
Ramsay ! for ever live ; for wha like you, 
In deathless sang, sic life-like pictures drew ? 
Not he wha whilome with his harp could ca' 
The dancing stanes to big the Theban wa* ; 
Nor he (shame fa's fool head !) as stories tell. 
Could whistle back an auld dead wife frae hell ; 
Nor e'en the loyal brooker of BeUtrees, 
^Vha sang with hungry wame his want of fees ; 
Nor Habby's drone, could with thy windpipe please, 
^hen, in his well-ken'd clink, thou manes the death 
Of Lucky Wood and Spence, (a matchless skaith 
To Oanigate,) sae gash thy gab-trees gang, 
The carlines live for ever in thy sang. 

Or when thy country bridal thou pursues, 
To red the regal tuLde sets thy muse. 
Thy soothing sangs bring canker'd carles to ease. 
Some loups to Lutter's pipe, some birls bawbees. 

But gin to graver notes thou tunes thy breath, 
^nd sings poor Sandy's grief for Adie's death. 
Or J^tthew's loss, the lambs in concert mac. 
And lanesome Bingwood yowls upon the brae. 

Qood God ! what tuneless heart-strings wadna twang, 
When love and beauty animate the sang 1 
Skies echo back, when thou blaws up thy reed 
In Burchet's praise for clapping of thy head : 
And when thou bids the paughty Ozar stand yon, 
The wandought seems beneath thee on his throne. 
Now, be my saul, and I have nought behin, 
And well I wat fause swearing is a sin, 
I'd rather have thy pipe and twa three sheep, 
Than a' the gowd the monarch's coffers keep. 



376 raxbat's posms. 

Cc^y, look out, the few we have 's guie wnng, 
This ae'enteen owks I have not plajr'd see lang ; 
Ha ! Cmmmy, ha ! trowth I man qaat my aiig 
But, lad, neist mirk well to the haining drive, 
When in fireah lisar they get spleet and rive : 
The royte will leet, and gin ye like my play, 
I'll whktle to thee all the live-lang day. 



cix. 
TO MR. WILLIAM STARRAT, 

ON BLKCBIYIKO THS rOBSGOIKO. 

Feax fertile fielda where nae cuni'd ethen creep, 
To stang the herds that in rash busses sleep ; 

Frae where Saint Patrick's blessing freed the bogs 
Frae taids, and asks, and ugly creeping frogs ; 
Welcome to me the sound of Starrat*s pipe. 
Welcome as westlan winds or berries ripe, 
NMien speeling up the hill, the dog-days' heat 
Gars a young thirsty shepherd pant and sweet : 
Thus while I climb the muses' mount with care, 
Sic friendly praises give refreshing air. 
O I may the lasses loo thee for thy pains, 
And may thou lang breathe healsome o'er the plai 
Lang mayst thou teach, with round and nooked li 
Substantial skill, that's worth rich siller mines ; 
To shaw how wheels can gang with greatest ease, 
And what kind barks sail smoothest o'er the seas 
How wind-mills should be made ; and how they \ 
The thumi>er that tells hours upon the kirk ; 
How wedges rive the aik ; how pullisees 
Gan lift on highest roofs the greatest trees. 
Rug frae its roots the craig of Edinburgh castle. 
As easily as I could break my whistle ; 



TO MB. WILLIAM STAULAT. ZTl 

What plengh fita a wet soil, and whilk the diy ; 
And mony a thousand naeful things foiby. 

I own 'tis canld enoonzagement to sing. 
When round ane's logs the Uatzan hail-atanes ring ; 
But feckfa' folks can front the haldest wind. 
And dnnk thro' moorsy and never &sh their mind. 
Aft have I wid thro' glens with chorking feet. 
When neither plaid nor kelt oonld fend the weet ; 
Tet blythly wald I bang oat o'er the brae, 
And stend o'er boms as li^t as ony rae. 
Hoping the mom mi^^t prove a better day. 
Then let 's to lairds and ladies leave the q>]een9 
While we can dance and whistle o'er the green. 
Mankind's aooonnt of good and iD's a jest, 
Fancy's the rudder, and content's a feast 

Dear friend of mine ! ye but o'er meikle reese 
The lawly mints of my poor moorland muse, 
Wha looks but blate, when even'd to ither twa, 
That lull'd the deel, or bigg'd the Theban wa' ; 
But trowth 'tis natural for us a' to wink 
At our ain fauts, and praises frankly drink. 
Fair fa' ye then, and may your flocks grow rife, 
And may nae elf twin crummy of her life. 

The sun shines sweetly, a' the lift looks blue, 
O'er glens hing hov'ring clouds of rising dew. 
Maggy, the bonniest lass of a' our town. 
Brent is her brow, her hair a curly brown, 
I have a tryst with her and man away. 
Till yell excuse me till anither day 
When I've mair time, for shortly I'm to sing 
Some dainty sangs, that sail round Crochan ring. 
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Dub lad, wha liiikan o'er the lee. 
Stag Blowzalind aud Bowzybee, 
And, like the l&Ttock, merrily 

Wak'd np the mom, 
Wbbn thou did«t time, with hearteonM 1^8^ 

Thy bog-teed horn. 

To thee bae edge of Pentland hei^lit, 
Where fawDH and fMriea take delight, 
And rovcl &' tho Uvo-lang night 

O'er gleiu and bnea, 
A bard that haa the iecood si^t 

Thy fortune spaeo. 

Now lend thy lug and tent me. Gay, 
Thy fate appeaia like flow'TS in May, 
Fieah, fioariahing, and i'M'*i"g ay 

Finn as the uk, 
VFhioh envious winds, when critics br^. 

Shall never shake* 

Come, shaw yonr loof ; — ay, there's the line 
Foretells thy verse shall ever shine, 
Dawted whilst living by the nine, 

And a' the beat, 
And be, when past the mortal line, 

Of fame poosest 



■ Ovmagmtadmlnraf tbePtMDUoI Buimr. putlcuUH? of hla -Gantla 
Bhsphard ; " uid tbej (Asnnrdj bmama penouB/ Hqnalnted, when 0*7 
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Immortal Pope, and skilf a' John,* 
The learned Leach frae Callidon, 
With mony a witty dame and don, 

O'er lang to name, 
Are of yonr roimdela very fon, 

And sound your fame. 

And Bae do I, wha reeee but few, 
Which nae sma' favour ib to you ; 
•For to my friends I stand right true, 

With shanks a-spar ; 
And my good word (ne'er gi'en but due) 

(Jangs unko far. 

Here mettled men my muse maintain, 

And ilka beauty is my friend ; 

Which keeps me canty, brisk, and bein, 

Ilk wheeling hour. 
And a sworn fae to hatef u' spleen 

And a' that's sour. 

But bide ye, boy, the main's to say ; 
Clarinda, bright as rising day. 
Divinely bonny, great, and gay, 

Of thinking even, 
Whase words, and looks, and smiles, display 

Full views of heaven. 

To rummage Nature for what's braw, 
Like lilies, roses, gems, and snaw, 
Oompar'd with hers, their lustre fa' 

And bauchly tell 
Her beauties, — she excels them a' 

And's like hersell : 



Dr. John Arbuthnot. 




'Am hlOftt form aa e'ar 
To ham an &Dgel for a guest ; 
BtfB ttie prince who is posseat 

Of Ric a prize, 
mom ^rtqea place her witli the best 

Beneath the skies. 

Wbon n^ gtM* MrivM to ■dDm, 
Iioolpi iwA opm Hij itgM nlfc'MKCit ; 



AbI UW ttB dV llH* yi «H bQ*B 

Sha i^^ thj wnmet smooUttr iangi, 
Sh ye may «tbw and clap 70111; wings. 
And amile at ethercapit stingg 

With earelew pride, 
When aa« much wit and beauty bring* 

Strength to yonr side. 

Lift ap your pipes, and riae aboon 
Tout Triria and your Hoorlaod tnne. 
And sing Clarinds late and aoon. 

In tow'ring otrains, 
TiU gratefu' goda cry out—" Well done," 

And pnuoe thy pains. 

Exalt thy voice, tJiat all around 
May echo back the lovely aound, 
Fne Dover olifi with aamphire crowu'd 

To Thule's ihore, 
Where northward no more Britain's found. 

But seas that tore. 

That ting :— Whilst I tne Arthur's height, 
O'er Cheviot (^ow'r with tiied si^t, 



AN BPI8TLB. 

And langing wiflh, like raving wight, 

To be set down, 
Fne coach and sax, baith trim and tight, 

In London town. 

Bat lang 111 gove and bleer my ee, 
Before, alake 1 that sight I see ; 
Then (beet relief) Fll strive to be 

Quiet and content, 
And streek my limbs down easy lie 

Upon the bent. 

There nng the gowans, broom, and trees, 
The crystal bom and westlin breeze, 
The bleeting flocks and bisy bees. 

And blythsome swains, 
Wha rant and dance, with kiltit dees, 

O'er mossy plains. 

Farewell Bat ere we part, let's pray 
God save Clarinda night and day, 
And grant her a' she'd wish to ha'e, 

Withoatten end. — 
Nae miur at present I've to say, 

Bat am your friend. 



CXJL 

AN EPISTLE TO JOSIAH BUROHET, 

ON HIS BEING CHOSEN MEMBEB OF PARLIAMENT. 

Mt Burchet's name weU pleas'd I saw 

Amaag the chosen leet 
Wha are to give Britannia law. 

And keep her rights complete. 
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ozn. 
TO MR. DAYID MALLOOH, 

OH HIS DIPABTURE FBOM SOOTLlin). 

SiKGB &te, with honour, bida thee leave 

Thy country for a while. 
It is nae friendly part to grieve 

When powers propitious smile. 

The task assign'd thee*s great and good, — 

To cultivate two Grahams, 
Wha from bauld heroes draw their blood, 

Of brave immortal names. 

like wax, the dawning genius takes 
Impressions thrawn or even ; 

Then he wha fair the moulding makes 
Does journey-work for heaven. 

The sour weak pedants spoil the mind 
Of those beneath their care, 

Who think- instruction is confin'd 
To poor grammatic ware. 

But better kens my friend, and can 

Far nobler plans design 
To lead the boy up to a man 

That's fit in courts to shine. 

Frae Grampian heights (some may object) 
Can you sic knowledge bring ) 

But those laigh tinkers ne*er reflect 
Some sauls ken ilka thing. 

With vaster ease, at the first glance, 
Than misty minds that plod 

And thresh for thought, but ne'er advance 
Their stawk aboon their dod. 
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I oon'd each line with joyous care, 

Ab I can snch from sun to sun ; 
And^ like the glutton o'er his fare, 

DeliciouBy thought them too soon done. 

The witty smile, nature and art, 

In all your numbers so combine 
As to complete their just desert, 

And grace them with uncommon shine. 

Delighted we your muse regard 

When she, like Pindar's, spreads her wingn, 
And virtue, being its own reward. 

Expresses by " The Sister Springs." 

Emotions tender crowd the mind 

When with the royal bard you go, 
To sigh in notes divinely kind, 

"The Mighty faU'n on Mount Gilbo." 

Much surely was the virgin's joy 

Who with the Iliad had your lays, 
For, ere and since the siege of Troy, 

We aU delight in love and praise. 

These heaven-bom passions, such desire, 

I never yet could think a crime, 
But first-rate virtues, which inspire 

The soul to reach at the sublime. 

But often men mistake the way 
And pump for fame by empty boast, 

like your " Gilt Ass," who stood to bray 
Till in a flame his tail he lost. 

Him th' incurious bencher hits 
With his own tale, so tight and clean. 

That while I read, streams gush by fits 
Of hearty laughter from my een. 
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TO m. WILLIAM SOMXRYILLS OF WARWICKSHIRE. 287 

Met in her love a Bmiliiig fate, 
Which has, and must have good effect 

You both from one great lineage spring, 
Both from de Somerville^ who came 

With William, England's conquering king, 
To win fair plains and lasting fame : 

Whichnour, he left to 's eldest son, 
That first-bom chief you represent ; 

His second came to Oaledon, 
From whom our Somer'le takes descent. 

On him and you may Fate bestow 
Sweet balmy health and cheerful fire, 

As long's ye'd wish to live below. 
Still blest with all you would desire. 

Sir ! oblige the world, and spread 

In print * those and your other lays ; 
This shall be better'd while they read. 
And after-ages sound your praise. 

1 could enlarge ; — but if I should 

On what you've wrote, my ode would run 
Too great a length ; your thoughts so crowd. 
To note them all I'd ne'er have done. 

Accept this offering of a muse, 

Who on her Pictland hills ne'er tires ; 

Nor should, when worth invites, refuse 
To sing the person she admires. 



* Since the writing of thiB Ode, Mr. Somorville's rooms aro printed by Mr. 
Lintot in an 8vo. volume.— Somervillo died in 1742. TLla sujperior to Pope if» 
allowed l>7 Johnson " to write well for a gentleman." 
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cxiv. 

AN EPISTLE FROM MR. SOMERVILLE. 

Neab fair Avona's silTor tide. 

Whose waves in soft meanders glide, 

I read to the delighted swains 

Your jocund songs and rural strains. 

Smooth as her streams your numbers flow. 

Your thoughts in vaiy'd beauties show. 

Like flow'rs that on her borders grow. 

While I survey, with ravish'd eyes, 

This friendly gift,* my valu'd prize, 

Where sister arts, with charms divine. 

In their full bloom and beauty shine, 

Alternately my soul is blest : 

Now I behold my welcome guest, 

That graceful, that engaging air, 

So dear to all the brave and fair. 

Nor has th' ingenious artist shown 

His outward lineaments alone, 

But in th' expressive draught design'd 

The nobler beauties of his mind ; 

True friendship, love, benevolence, 

Unstudied wit and manly sense. 

Then as your book I wander o'er. 

And feast on the delicious store, 

(Like the laborious busy bee, 

Pleas 'd with the sweet variety,) 

With equal wonder and surprise, 

I see resembling portraits rise. 



* Lord Somerville was pleased to ficud me his own picture and Mr. Ramsay's 
"Works. lu 1730, Somcrvlllo concluded a Ixirgain with James, Lord Somerville, fi)r 
the reversion of his c«tat« at his death. His connection with Lord S«>merville 
probably occasioned his jwetical corresiMmdcncc with Ramsay, who was patronized 
fjy that nobleman. 
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Brave arohers march in bright array, 
In troops the vulgar line the way : 
Here the droll figures slyly sneer, 
Or coxcombs at full length appear : 
There woods and lawns, a rural scene, 
And swains that gambol on the green. 
Tour pen can act the pencil's part, 
"^th greater genius, fire, and art. 

Believe me, bard, no hunted hind 
That pants against the southern wind. 
And seeks the streams thro' uidmown ways ; 
No matron in her teeming days, 
E'er felt such longings, such desires. 
As I to view those lofty spires. 
Those domes where fair Edina shrouds 
Her tow'ring head amid the clouds. 
But oh ! what dangers interpose ! 
Vales deep with dirt and hills with snows, 
Proud winter-floods, with rapid force. 
Forbid the pleasing intercourse. 
But sure we bards, whose purer clay 
Nature has mist with less allay. 
Might soon find out an easier way. 
Do not sage matrons mount on high 
And switch their broomsticks thro' the sky, 
Ride post o'er hills, and woods, and seas. 
From Thule to the Hesperides 1 * 
And yet the men of Gresham own 
That this, and stranger feats, are done 
By a warm fancy's power alone. 
This granted, why can't you and I 
Stretch forth our wings and cleave the sky 7 
Since our poetic brains, you know, 
Than theirs must more intensely glow. 

The Sdlly Islands were so called by the ancients, as Mr. Camden observe^. 

M 2 



Did not tli« Tbcbao smn tale wing. 
Sublimely Mar, aad aweetlj nng f 
Aitd do 004 we, of humbler vein, 
Someliinea kUempt a loftier Btrain, 
Motmt sheer oot of the reader's sight, 
Obacaraly lost ia clouds and sight t 

Then climb jwir Peguus with speed, 
ril meet thee on the bstika of Tveod ; 
Not as our fathers did of yore. 
To (well the flood with crimson gore, — 
Like the Cadmean murd'ring brood, 
Each tbirstjng tor Us brother's blooil, — 
For now all hostile rage shall ooasc, 
Lull'd in the dnwriy amis fif pence ; 
Our holiest hands and hearts shall join 
O'er jiivial banquets, sparkling wine. 
Let Peggy at thy elbow wait. 
And I shall bring my bonny Kate. 
But hold : — oh ! take a special care 
T' admit no prying kirkman there ; 
I dread the penitential chair. 
^^'hnt a strange figure should I make, — 
A poor abandon'd Epglish rake, 
A Bijuire well bom, and six foot high, — 
Percli'd in that sacred pillory ! 
Let spleen and zeal be banish'd thence, 
And troublesome impertinence, 
Tliat tcUs his story o'er again ; 
Ill-manners and his aaucy train, 
And self-conceit, and stiff-mmpt pride, 
'J'hat grill at all the world beside ; 
Foul scandal, with a load of lies, 
Iiitrigiies, rencounters, prodigies, 
Fame's busy hawker, ligiit as air, 
That feeds on frailties of tlie fair ; 
Envy, hyiwcrisy, deceit, 
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Fierce party rage and warm debate, 
And all the hell-hounds that are foes 
To friendship and the world's repose. 
Bat mirth instead, and dimpling smiles, 
And wit, that gloomy care beguiles, 
And joke and pun, and merry tale, 
And toasts, that round the table sail ; 
While laughter, bursting thro' the crowd 
In vollies, tells our joys aloud. 
Haric ! the shrill piper mounts on high. 
The woods, the streams, the rocks reply 
To his to-sounding melody. 
Behold each lab'ring squeeze prepare 
Supplies of modulated air. 
Observe Croudero's active bow. 
His head still nodding to and fro. 
His eyes, his cheeks with raptures glow ; 
See, see the bashful nymphs advance, 
To lead the regulated dance. 
Flying still, the swains pursuing. 
Yet with backward glances wooing. 
This, this shall be the joyous scene ; 
Nor wanton elves that skim the green, 
Shall be so blest, so blyth, so gay. 
Or less regard what dotards say. 
My rose shall then your thistle greet. 
The union shall be more completo. 
And in a bottle and a friend 
Each national dispute shall end. 



BU(&4T3 P0UI8. 



AN ANSWEE TO THE FOREGOING. 

Sir, I had joun, and own my pleasure. 
On tlie receipt, exceeded measure. 
You write with so much sp'rit and glee, 
Soe Buiooth, eae itrong, correct, and free, 
That any he (by you allow'd 
To havo Bomc merit) may bo proud. 
If that's my fault, bear you the blame 
Wha 're lent me sic a lift to fame. 
Your ain tow'ra high, iind widens far. 
Bright glancing like a lirst-rate star. 
And all tho world bestow due praiae 
On the Collection of your lays ; 
Wliore various arts and turns combine, 
Which even in parts first poets shine ; 
Like Matt, and Swift ye sing with ease, 
And can be Waller when you please. 
Continue, Sir, and shame tlie crew 
Tliat's plngu'd with having nought to do ; 
Whom FoH,une, in a merry mood, 
Has overcharg'd with gentle blood. 
But has dony'd a genius fit 
For action or aspiring wit. 
Such kenna how t' employ their time, 
And tliink activity a crime. 
Ought tliey to either do or say, 
Or walk, or write, or read, or pray. 
When money, their factotum's able 
To furnish them a numerous rabble 
\Vho will, for daily drink and wages. 
Bo chairmen, chaplains, clerks, and pages ? 
Could they, like you, employ their hours 
In planting these delightful flowers 
Which carpet the poetic fields 
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And lasting funds of pleasure yields, 
Nae mair they'd gaunt and gove away, 
Or sleep or loiter out the day, 
Or waste the night, damning their sauls 
In deep debauch and bawdy brawls, 
Whence pox and poverty proceed, 
An early eild and spirits dead. 
Beyerse of you, and him you love, 
Whose brighter spirit tow'rs above 
The mob of thoughtless lords and beaux. 
Who in his ilka action shows 
'^ True friendship, love, benevolence, 
XJnstudy'd'wit, and manly sense." . 
Allow here what you've said yoursell, 
Nought can b' exprest so just and well. 
To him and her, worthy his love. 
And every blessing from above, 
A son is given, — God save the boy, 
For theirs and every Som'ril's joy. 
Te wardens ! round him take your place, 
And raise him with each manly grace ; 
Make his meridian virtues shine 
To add fresh lustres to his line ; 
And many may the mother see 
Of such a lovely progeny. 

Now, Sir, when Boreas nae mair thuds 
Hail, snaw, and sleet, frae blacken'd clouds ; 
While Caledonian hills are green. 
And a' her straths delight the een ; 
While ilka flower with fragrance blows, 
And a' the year its beauty shows ; 
Before again the winter lour, 
What hinders then your northern tour ? 
Be sure of welcome, nor believe 
These wha an ill report would give 
To Ed'nburgh and the land of cakes, 
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Then all the muses round you shine, 
Inspiring ev'iy thought divine. 
Be long their aid. Tour years and blisses, 
Tour servant Allajh Kamsay wishes. 



cxvi. 
AN EPISTLE FROM W. SOMERVILLE TO ALLAN RAMSAY, 

ON PUBLISHIKO HIS S£C0KD VOLUME OF POEMS. 

Hail ! Caledonian bard ! whose rural strains 
Delight the listening hills, and cheer the plains ; 
Already polish'd by some hand divine, 
Thy purer ore what furnace can refine ? 
Careless of censure, like the sun shine forth 
In native lustre and intrinsic worth. 
To follow Nature, is by rules to write ; 
She led the way and taught the Stagyrite, 
From her the critic's taste, the poet's fire, 
Both drudge in .vain till she £rom heav'n inspii'c. 
By the same guide inslaructed how to soar, 
Allan is now what Homer was before. 

Te chosen youths wha dare like him aspire. 
And touch with bolder hand the golden lyre. 
Keep Nature still in view ; on her intent, 
Climb by her aid the dang'rous steep ascent 
To lasting fame. Perhaps a little art 
Is needful to plane o'er some rugged part ; 
But the most laboured elegance and care, * 

T' arrive at full perfection, must despair. 
Alter, blot out, and write all o'er again, 
Alas ! some venial sins will yet remain. 
Indulgence is to human frailty due, 
E'en Pope has faults, and Addison a few; 
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Such critics^ Ramsay, jealous for our fame, 
Will not with malice insolently blame ; 
But, luT^d by praise, the haggard muse reclaim. 
Retouch each line till all is just and neat, 
A whole of proper parts, a work almost complete. 

So when some beauteous dame, — a reigning toast. 
The flow'r of Forth, and proud Edina's boast, — 
Stands at her toilet in her tartan plaid, 
And all her richest headgear, trimly clad, 
The curious handmaid, with observant eye, 
Corrects the swelling hoop that stands awry ; 
Thro' eVry plait her busy fingers rove. 
And now she plys below, and then above ; 
With pleasing tattle entertains the fair. 
Each ribbon smooths, adjusts each rambling hair, 
Till the gay nymph in her full lustre shine. 
And Homer's Juno was not half so fine.'*'' 



CXVII. 

RAMSAY'S ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING. 

1729. 

Again, like the return of day. 
From Avcm's banks the cheering lay 
Warms up a muse was well-nigh lost 
In depths of snow and chilling frost ; 
But, generous praise the soul inspires 
Mose than rich wines and blazing fires. 



* Vide Horn. II, Ub. xiv. 
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Tho' on tlio GnmpUns I « 
And ftll the winter oo me rail 
Altho' halt BtaiT'd, my sp'rit would s| 
Up to n«w life to hear you aing. 



I take oven criticism kind. 
That eparkiea from bo clear a nilod. 
Frienda ought and niny point uut a sjn'l, 
B<tt enemioB make alt a blot ; 
Friend* aip the honoy from the flow'r,^ 
All's vt^rjiiice to the waspish sour. 

With more of Natuiv than of art. 
From stated rules 1 often start, — 
Rules never studied yet by me. 
. My nmae is British, bold and froe, 
\ And lovoB at large to frisk and bound, 
L'nmankrd, o'er poetie ground. / 

I love the garden, wild and wide. 
Where oaks have plum-trees by their side,- 
Whore woodbines and the twisting vine 
Clip round the pear-tree and the pine, — 
Where niixt jonckeela and gowans grow. 
And roses 'midst rank clover blow 
Upon a bank of a clear strand. 
Its wimplings led by Nature's hand. 
Tho' docks and bramble here and the.^ 
May sometimea cheat the gard'ner'a cftre. 
Yet this to nie's a paradise 
Compar'd with prime c\it plots and nice, 
Where Nature has to Art reaign'd !' 
Till all looks mean, stiff, and confin'd; , 

May still my notes of nistic tnni y 
Gain more of your resi>ect than scorn, 
I'll hug niy fate, and tell sour fools 
I'm more obligd to heav'u than scli<ii>I t 
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Heaven Homer taugh t ; the critic draws (-^ 
Only from him, and such, their laws. 
The native bards first plunge the deep 
Before the artful dare to leap ; 
IVe seen myself right many a time 
Copy'd in diction, mode, and rhyme. 

Now, Sir, again let me express 
My wishing thoughts in fond address ; 
That for your health and love you bear 
To two of my chief patrons * here, 
You'd, — ^when the lavrocks rouse the day. 
When beams and dews make blythsome May, 
When blooming fragrance glads our isle 
And hills with purple heather smile, — 
Drop fancy'd ails, with courage stout. 
Ward off the spleen, the stone, and gout. 
May ne'er such foes disturb your nights. 
Or elbow out your day delights. 
Here jrou will meet the jovial train 
Whose clangours echo o'er the plain. 
While hounds with gowls both loud and clear. 
Well tun'd, delight the hunter's ear, 
As they on coursers, fleet as wind. 
Pursue the fox, hart, hare, or hind. 
Delightful game ! where friendly ties 
Are closer drawn, and health the prize. 

We long for, and we wish you here, 
Where friends are kind and claret clear. 
The lovely hope of Som'ril's race 
Who smiles with a seraphic grace, 
And the fair sisters of the boy, 
Will have, and add much to your joy. 

" Lord and Lady Somerville. 
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T^ki 'i beTcC fin'd. «iiik ibooglia refin'd 

Then lX>iiaIil mar be e'en aa g>f 

On Rntfia'i diit&nt shore 
Ai r.Q [he Tar, where luqoebae 

He U6"d t.:. drink before. 

Bat, hoBUje'er, haste, gfUher gear, 
And syne pack up your treaeore ; 

TheD t'r AuW Reekie ccnie and beek ye. 
And close jour daja rith pleaatire. 
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CXIZ. 

TO THE SAME, 

OK RSCSiyiKO ▲ P&ESXNT OF ▲ GOLD SEAL, WITH BOMSB'b HSAD. 

Thakks to my frank, ingenioiu MeiML 
Tour present's most genteel and kind, 
Baith rich and shining as your mind ; 

And that immortal laarell*d pow 
Upon the gem, sae well design'd 

And execute, sets me on low. 

The heavenly fire inflames my breast, 
Whilst I unweary*d am in quest 
Of fame ; and hope that ages neist 

Will do their Highland bard the grace 
Upon their seals to cut his crest. 

And blythest strakes of his short face. 

Far less great Homer oyer thought 

(When he, harmonious beggar ! sought 

His bread thro' Greece) he should be brought 

Frae Russia's shore by Captain Hugh * 
To Piotland plains, sae finely wrought 

On precious stone, and set by you. 



* Captain Hugh EodeB, master of a ftno merchant-ship, which ho lost in tho 
unhappy fire at St Petersbuig. 
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1728. 




Sroania Bhepherda of HibemU, 




Thank ye for jmnr kind coacecn ft', 




niten s faoM report beguiling 




Prov'il a drawback on your smiling. 




Dight your ©en, tmd ceaae your grievi&g, | 


Allan's hale, and well, and living, — 


J 1 


Singing, laughing, oleeping lonndly. 


Cowing boef, and drinking roundly, — 



Drinking roundly mm and oUret, 
Ale and oaqoK, bnmpera tair oat, 
Supemacnlnm bnt spilling, 
The least diammtd'"' drawing, fining, — 
Sowaing sonnets on the hnon. 
Hounding satirea at the asses. 
Smiling at the snriy critica 
And the pack-horse of politic*, — 
Fainting meadows, ahawa, and moontaina, 
Crooking bums and flowing foontaina. 
Flowing fountaina'whera ilk gowan 
Grows about the borders glowan, 
Swelling sweetly, andJinTiting 
Poets' lays and lovers meeting, 
Meeting kind to niffer Idaaea, 
Bargaining for better blisses. 

Hills in dreaiy dumps now lying, 
And ye zephyrs swiftly flying. 
And ye riven gently turning. 
And ye Philomelas mourning, 

' Sm th* N«U t OB IK 11>, VoL L 
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And ye double-mghing echoes, — 
Cease your sobbing, tears, and hey-ho's ! 
Banish a' yonr care and grieving, 
Allan's hale, and well, and living. 
Early up on mornings shining, 
nka fancy warm refining ; 
Giving ilka verse a burnish 
That man second volume furnish, 
To bring in frae lord and lady 
Meikle fame, and part of ready. 
Splendid thing of constant motion 
Fish'd for in the southern ocean. 
Prop of gentry, nerve of battles. 
Prize for which the gamester rattles ; 
Belzie's banes— deceitfu* — ^kittle. 
Risking a' to gain a little. 

Pleasing Philip's tunefu' tickle, 
ndlomel, and kind Arbuckle ; 
Singers sweet, baith lads and lasses, 
Tuning pipes on hill Parnassus, 
Allan kindly to yott wishes 
Lasting life and rowth of blisses ; 
And that he may, when ye surrender 
Sauls to heaven, in numbers tender 
Give a' your fames a happy heezy. 
And gratefully immortalise ye. 










O FRIEND ! to smoke and din confin'd, — 

Which foulB your claiths uid frets jtonr mu 

And makea f ou maty look uid cnbbod. 

As if you were bep — 'd or scabbed, 

Or had been going thro' a doM 

Of mercury to aave jour noae,— 

Lot me adviae yon, out of pity. 

To leave the chatt'ritig, etinking ci 

Where pride and emptineas take pl« 

Of plain integrity and grape ; 

Where hideona Kireuna wad kill a e*t 

Of wha bnyi this } or why bay* that 1 

And thro' the day, fne break o' morning 

The buzE of bills, protests, and homing, 

Besides the everlasting sqoabfale 

Among the great snd little rabble, 

Wha tear their Inngs and dears yonr ears. 

With all their party hopes and feara, 

While rattling o'er their aUIy eaut 

Leam'd &ae the JIfereury and Cburont 

About the aid that oomes fiae Ruaua, 

And the neutrality of Prussia ; 

Of France's tyranny and alaveiy, 

Their faithless fickleness and knavery ; 

Of Spain, the best-beloved son 

Of the old whore of Babylon,— 

The warden of her whips and faggots. 

And all her superstitious maggots ; 

Of all our gambols on the green 

To aid the bauld Imperial Queen, 

When tJie Most Christian shoars to strike, 

And faiheous Frederic gan her fike ; 
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Of Gtenoa, and the renstAnoe 
Of Ooraica without aanstanoe ; 
Of wading ▼ar-freging Savona, 
And breaking fiddles at Oremona ; 
^What jawB of blood and gore it coat 
Sefore a town is won or loat,-^ 
How much the allied armies have been a' 
Propp'd by the monarch of flardinia ; 
Of popes, stadtholders, faith's defenders, 
Qenen^B, marshals, and pretenders ; 
Of treaties, ministers, and kings, 
And of a thousand other things, — 
Of all which their oonceptions doll 
Suits with the thickness of the skull. 
Tet with such stuff ane man be worried, 
That's thro' your city's gauntlet hurried. 
But ah ! (ye ciy) ridotts and dances. 
With lasses trig that please your fancies, 
For fiye or six gay hours complete. 
In circles of th' assembly sweet ; 
Wha can forsake so fair a field. 
Where all to conquering beauty yield ? 
No doubt, while in this am'rous fit, 
Tour next plea's boxes and the pit ; 
Where wit and humour of the age 
Flow entertaining from the stage ; 
Where, if the drama's right conducted, 
Ane's baith diverted and instructed. — 
Well, I shall grant it 'grees wi' reason. 
These have their charms in proper season ; 
3ut must not be indulg'd too much, 
Lest they the saften'd saul bewitch, 
And faculties in fetters bind, 
That are for greater ends designed. 
Then rouse ye frae these dozing dreams, 
And view with me the golden beams 
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Which Phcebnt ilka monung pcmrs 

Upon our plsjna ftdorn'd with Rovt'rh ; 

With me thro' howma and moadoin atrajt. 

Where wimpUng waters make their way; 

Here, frae the aiks and elms arouad, 

Tou'U hear the soft melodious soimd 

Of a' the quiristeK on high, 

Whose notes re-echo thro' the aky. 

Better than concerts in yowe toim. 

Yet do not cost yon half a crown : 

Here blackbirds, maviseB, and linnets. 

Excel jour ti<l<Ue«, flutes, and Bpinncts ; 

Our jettjr rooks e'en for excels 

Tour strim-atramB and your jingling bella, 

Aa do the cloven-footed tribes, 

And rustics whistling o'er the glybes. 

Hera ve with little labour gain 

Firm health, with all ita joyful train ; 

Silent repose, the cheerful amlle 

Which can intruding cares beguile : 

Here fragrant flow'ra of tinctures bright, 

Begole the aroell and please the eight. 

And make the apringa of life to fiow 

Tbrangh every vein with kindly glow. 

Giving the cheek a rosy tint 

Excelling all the arts of ptunt. 

If cauld or rain keep ua within, 

We've rooms neat, warm, and free from din ; 

Where, in the well-digested pages. 

We can convorae with by-past ages ; 

And oft, to sot our dumps adrift, 

We smfle with Prior, Gay, and Swift ; 

Or with groat Newton take a flight 

Amongst the rolling orbs of li;;ht ; 

With Milton, Pope, and all the rest 

Who unoothly copy Nature bert : 
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From those inspir'dy we often find 
What brightens and improyes the mind, 
.And cany men a pitch beyond 
Those views of which low souls are fond. 
This hinders not the jocund smile 
With mirth to mix the moral style ; 
In conversation this being right, 
As is in painting shade and light. 

This is the life poets have sung, 
Wish'd for, my friend, by auld and young ; 
By all who would heaven's favour share : 
Where least ambition, least of care 
Disturbs the mind ; where virtuous ease 
And temperance never fail to please. 

Allan RAMa4T. 
PsmnrcuiCK, Slay, 1748. 



CXXII. 

AN EPISTLE TO JAMES CLERK, ESQ. OF PENNYOUICK. 

Bltihs may he be wha o*er the haugh. 
All free of care, may sing and laugh ; 
Whase owsen lunges o*er a plain 
Of wide extent, that's a' his ain. 
No humdrum fears need break his rest, 
Wha's not with debts and duns opprest ; 
Wha has enough, even tho' it's little. 
If it can ward frae dangers kittle. 
That chiels, fated to skelp vile dubs thro*. 
For living are oblig'd to rub thro', 
To fend by troaking, buying, selling, 
The profit's aft no worth the telling. 



But hen, dear Sir, do not mut^e me, 
Am if grace did mw far fonake me. 
As to all^e thttt all poor fellows, 
UnUett with wealth, deierr'd the gaUowe. 
Na, God forbid that I should apell 
Sae Tile a foitoue to mysell, 
Tho' bom to not ae inch of ground, 
I keep my conscience white and sonnd ; 
And tho' Z ne'er waa a rich beaper, 
To make that up I live the cheaper ; 
By thi* ae knack I've made a shift 
To drive ambitions core sr^rift ; 
And now in jean and sense grown auld, 
In ease I like my limbs to fanld. 
Debts I abhor, and plan to be 
FVae ahochling trade and danger free. 
That I may, li>oa'd frae care and strife. 
With cahnness view the edge of life ; 
And when a full ripe age shall crave. 
Slide easily into my grave. 
Now seventy yesn are o'er my head, 
And thirty mae may lay me dead ; 
Should dreary care then stunt my muse. 
And gar me aft her jogg refute? 
Sir, I have sung, and yet may sing, 
Sonnets that o'er the dales may ring. 
And in gaah glee couch moral saw, 
Reese virtne and keep vic« in awe ; 
Hake villainy look black and blue. 
And give distinguish'd worth its doe ; 
Fix ita inunortal fame in verse. 
That men till doomsday shall rehearsa. 

I have it even within my pow'r, 
Too veiy kirk itself to scow'r. 
And that you'll say's a brag right bauld ; 
But did not Undaay this of auld 1 
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Sir Dbvid's satjTei lielii'd our nation 
To carry on the Eeformfttion, 
And gave the scu'let whore a box 
Hair suoll than tUl the pelta of Knox. 

Thus far. Sir, vith no mean deaiga. 
To yon I've poured out my mind. 
And tketch'd you forth the toil and pain 
Of them that hare their bread to gain 
With caroB laborioiu, that jon may. 
In your blest sphere be ever gay, 
Enjoying life with all that spirit 
That your good aenae and virtues merit- 
Adien, and ma' ye as happy be 
As ever shall be wiah'd by me. 

Your ever obliged, 

Humbltf serrtuit. 



FunrrcDici, Hay Mh, 17S5. 



Ai.i,Aii Hahsat. 



TO A. R. ON THE POVBRTT OF THK POETS. 

X728. 

Dear Aixan, with yonr leave, allow ma 
To ask you but one quevtion civil ; 

Why thou'rt a poet pray thee show me. 
And not ns poor as any devil 1 

I own your rerscB moke me gay, 
But OS right poet etill I doubt ye ; 

Tor we hear tell benorUi the Tay, 
That nothing looks like want about ys. 
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In answer then, attempt solution, 
Why porerty torments yonr gang ? 

And l^ what fortitude and caution 

Thou guards thee from its meagre fang ? 



Tours, &Cy 



W. L. 



OXXIT. 

THE ANSWER. 

Sib, 

That mony a thriftless poet*s poor. 
Is what they very well deserve, 

'Cause aft their muse turns common whore. 
And flatters fools that let them starve. 

Ne'er minding business, they lye. 
Indulging sloth, in garret couches, 

And gape like gorblins to the sky. 

With hungry wames and empty pouches. 

Dear billies, tak advice for anes. 
If ye'd hope honour by the muse. 

Bather to masons carry stanes. 
Than for your patrons blockheads chuse : 



For there's in nature's secret laws 
Of sympath and antipathy. 

Which is, and will be still the cause, 
Why fools and wits can ne'er agree. 



A «M tting wrvM k ohawfa' adni 
nii k dupoMd to be ocmtaBtod, 

Bat te lue b^tpineu cui find 
IWt Ib with pcid« and aloth tormaotod. 

SIffl flMlioiu to pnrant » dnn, 

mh ci^ Htd hoRU on UUa and banda j 
Ibt tmete of lila I quietly oaa, 

And amwer natare'a smaH demands. 

LMfcj fcr me, I never sang 
Hwm praiaeB to a wortMeM wight. 

And Ml UkA pUaaim in the tfuMig 
Of tham <rha in good Mnoe delight. 

To anoli I owe what gave the riso 
To onght thoQ in u; yene esteems. 

And, ^(sbe like, in darker skies, 
I but reflect their brighter beonu. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

17122—1730. 

SOME of the following are taken from Messienn la Fontaine and la 
If oite, whom I ha^e endeavoured to make speak Sooti with as much 
eMe as I can ; at the same time aiming at the spirit of theee eminent 
Mithony without being too Bendle a translator. If mj manner of 
mjiiiiaaiiHi: a design abreadj invented have any particularity that is 
acreeafale, good judges will allow such imitations to be original formed 
-upon the idea of another. Others, who drudge at the dull Terbatim, are 
Hhe iimoToaa attendants, who dare not move one pace without their 
master'iB leare, and are never from their back but when they are not able 
to oome up with them. 

Those amongst them which are my own invention, with respect to the 
plot as well as the numbers, I leave the reader to find out ; or if he think 
it worth his while to ask me, I shall tell him. 

If this Collection prove acceptable, as I hope it will, I know not how 
far the love I have for this manner of writing may engage me to be 
dirertingly usefuL Instruction in such a dress is fitted for every palate, 
and strongly imprints a good moral upon the mind. When I think on 
the ** Clock and the Dial,** I am never upon the blush, although I should 
sit in company ten minutes without speaking. The thoughts of the 
** Fox and Bat *' has hindered me sometimes from disobliging a person I 
did not much value. " The Wise Lisard ** makes me content with low 
life. " The Judgment of Minos *' gives me a disgust at avarice ; and 
** Jupiter's Lottery** helps to keep me humble, though I own it has 
** e'en enough ado wi*t,** &c 

A man who has his mind furnished with such a stock of good sense as 
may be had from those excellent Fables, which have been approved of by 
ages, is proof against the insults of all those miitaken notions which so 
much harass human life : and what is life without serenity of mind ? 

How much of a philosopher is this same moral muse like to make of 
me ! — *' But," says one, *' ay, ay, you*re a canny lad I ye want to make 
the other penny by her I** — Positively I dare not altogether deny this, no 
more than if I were a clergyman or physician ; and although all of us 
love to be serviceable to the world, even for the sake of bare naked 
virtue, yet approbation and encouragement make our diligence still more 
delightful. 
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Important truthi still let your Fables hold, 
And moral mysteries with art unfold : 
As veils transparent cover, but not hide ; 
Such metaphors appear, when right apply'd. 

Ld. Lanbdowne. 



AN EPISTLE TO DUNCAN FORBES, LORD ADVOCATE. 

Shut in a closet six foot square, 

No fash'd with meikle wealth or care, 

I pass the live-lang day ; 
Yet some ambitious thoughts I have, 
Which will attend me to my grave, 

Sic busked baits they lay. 

These keep my fancy on the wing, 
Something that's blyth and snack to sing, 

And smooth the runkled brow : 
Thus care I happily beguile, 
Hoping a plaudit and a smile 

Frae best of men, like you. 

You wha in kittle casts of state, 
When property demands debate. 
Can right what is done wrang ; 



\ 



Yet blf tlily can, wheu ye thiuk St, 
Enjoy your friend, and judge tlie wit 
And alidneu of a aimg. 

How mony, your reverse, ucbleat, 
Wliose minds gae nand'riug thro' a miat. 

Frond as tho thief in heU, 
Pretend, forsooth, they're gentla-fowk, 
'CaOBB chance gi'es them of gear the yowk. 

And batter chiela the aholl ! 

've Been a wetui kft vex itsell, 
■And greet heosuse itr was not tall : 

Hees'd on a board, 0! then, 
Rejoicing, in the artfu' height. 
How Bmirky look'd the litUe wight. 

And thought itaell a man .' 

Sic baima are aome, blawn np a wee 
With splendour, wealth, and quality. 

Upon these stilts grown vain. 
They o'er the powa of poor folk stride. 
And neither ore to had nor bide. 

Thinking this hei&ht their ain* 

Now should ane apear at aio a puff. 
What gars thee look sae big and bluff I 

Is't an attending menzie t 
Or fifty dishes on your table 1 
Or Gft7 hones in your stable ? 

Or heaps of glancing cuniie ) 

Are these the things thou ca's thysell ) 
Come, vain gigantic shadow, tell ! 
If thou sayeet yes, I'll shaw 



AN EFIBTLB. 319 



Thy picture ; mean's thy Billy mind, 
Thy wit's a croil, thy judgment blind, 
And love worth nought ava. 

Accept our praise, ye nobly born, 
Whom heaven takes pleasure to adorn 

With ilka manly gift ; 
In courts or camps to serve your nation, 
Warm'd with that generous emulation 

Which your forbears did lift. 

In duty, with delight, to you 
Th' inferior world do justly bow. 

While you're the maist deny'd ; 
Tet shall your worth be ever priz'd. 
When strutting naethings are despis'd, 

With a' their stinking pride. 

This to set aff as I am able, 

I'll frae a Frenchman thigg a fable. 

And busk it in a plaid ; 
And tho' it be a bairn of Motto's,* 
When I have taught it to speak Scots, 

I am its second dad. 



* llona. la Motte, who has written lately a curious Collection of Fables, from 
rhich the following i« imitated. 




r nei^booiB ii 
8 « pU«d 1SiTk)r fop ; 
e litiNC'a face «■> neatlier-beUc^, 
p-Aad fMif-ikiB i«dtet siur irorm-eaten, 

~ iot hi* brkw w 

Called vp hia noae, and Urns cr^'d out : 
" All ! plac« me on aotne fruher fainka ! 

Figh ! bov this moiildf creature otuika J 

How on B gentle book tike me 

Kndnre nc •coondrel compHiy I 

What may fovk kbj to see me cling 

8me cloae to tUs auld nglj thing, 

But that Fm of a simple apirit, 

And disregard my proper merit ! ■■ — 

Qooth grey-baird, " TVHst, Sir, with your din ! 

For a' your meritorioos skin, 

1 doabt if yon be worth within : 

For as auld faahion'd as I look, 

May be I am the better book. " — 
" O heavens ! I canna thole the clash 

Of this impertinent auld hash ; 

I winna stay ae moment longer ! " — 
" Hy lord, please to command your *nger ; 

Pray only let me tell you that " 

" What wad this insolent be at I 

Rot out your tongue '. pmy, maater Symmer, 

Remove me frao this dinaoue rhymer ; 

If you regard your reputation. 

And lift of a distingiiiah'd station, 

fiencu frae this beast let me be hurried, 

For with bia itonr and atink I'm worried." 

Searoe had he shook his panghty ort^ 
When in a customer did pap ; 
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He np douse Stanza lifts, and eyes him, 
Toms o'er his leaves, admires, and buys him : 
*' This book," said he, *' is good and scarce. 
The saul of sense in sweetest verse." 
Bat reading title of gilt cleathing, 
Cries, " Gk>ds ! wha bays this bonny naithing 7 
Koaght duller e'er was put in print : 
Wow ! what a deal of Turk/s tint ! " 

Now, Sir, t' apply what we've invented : 
Tou are the buyer represented ; 

And may your servant hope 
My lays shall merit your regard, 
m thank the gods for my reward, 

And smile at ilka fop. 



cxxvn. 
FABLE II. 

THE CLOCK AND THB DIAL. 

Ab day a Clock wad brag a Dial, 
And put his qualities to trial, 
Spake to him thus : ** My neighbour, pray 
Can'st tell me what's the time of day 1 '' 
The dial said, " I dinna ken."— 
*' Alake ! what stand you there for then ? '' — 
'' I wait here till the sun shines bright, 
For nought I ken but by his light." — 
" Wait on," quoth Clock, " I scorn his help ; 
Baith night and day my lane I skelp : 
Wind up my weights but anes a week, 
Without him I can gang and speak ; 

Q 2 



^^ 


l>itril,inf».i-jitt 



T ty 

Wbt trasi lo Ti.'Q miT be dMxiTieil. 

Be oounseU'd u> hetine like me ; 

For vbea I dimu dearty see, 

I ajwaji own I dinna k.ta, 

Aikd thst'a the way of waeci moL ~ 



cxinu. 

FABLE m. 

THE BAH AND IBK BUCK. 

A itAM, the fnther of a flock, 

\\'lifl'il niony winters stood the ahock 

Of ti'irtliem winds and driving snaw, 

Iri'mlintf his fninily in a raw, 

'I'liri'iiKh wraitlu that clad the laighsr Seld, 

A Mil ilriivo thum Ano the lowner bield, 

'\\' i>i>'|) i<i>iitoiitud frozen fare, 

« nil limii'jifj' on hills blown bore : 



. TV"^rx 
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Thk Bmh, ot i^ri^t hardy ^itrit, 
Wu reall; a hom'd bead of nunL 
Unlike him wM a oeighboariiig Qott, 
A moan-aaul'd, oheatiiig, thianiv aot, 
Tliat tho' poMeat of rodu Uie prime^ 
Crown'd with freah heiba and rowth of thyme, 
Yet, alave to pilfering, his delight 
Wai to break gardena ilka night. 
And H>nnd him steal, and aft dwtrcy 
Even things ho never could enjcry ; 
The pleaanre of a dir^ mind. 
Hut ia lae ridonaly indin'd. 

Upon a battowing day, when aleet 
Uade twinten and hc^-weddera bleet. 
And qoake with catdd ; behind a ruck 
Uet honett Toop and oneakiiig Bock ; 
Prae chin tae tail clad with thick hair, 
He bad defiance to thin air ; 
Bat tnuty Toop hia fleece had men. 
When ha ■■"»"g the bima was drivui ; 
Halt naked the brave leader stood. 
Hie look oompos'd, nnmov'd his mood : 
When thoB the Goat, that had tint a' 
Hia credit baith with great and ama', 
Shnn'd by them as a pest, wad fain 
New friendship with this worthy gun : 
" Ram, say, shall I give you a part 
Of mine 1 111 do't with all my heart : 
'Tis yet a lang cauld month tae Belton, 
And ye've a very ra^ed kelt on ; 
Accept, I pray, what I can spare. 
To clout your doublet with my hair." 
" No," Bays the Bam, " tho' my ooat'a torn. 
Yet ken, thou worthlesa, that I acorn 
To be oblig'd at any price 
To sic as yon, whose friendship's vice ! 





V^^ 


oT 


tU3<SAl-*B ^^^^1 


I'd have leas favour frae the beat, ^^^^^| 
Clftd in a Itatefu' hairy vest ^^^^^| 
Bestou'd by thee, than as I now 1 
Stand bat ill dreat in native woo'. 
Boons frae the generous make ane smile ; 
From miscreants, make receirera vile." 


B CJtxii. 

^K FABLE IV. 


THB LOVELY LASS AND THE untBOK. ^^^H 


A 


1TUPH with ilka beauty grac'd, ^^^^| 



Ae morning by her toilet plac'd. 
Where the leal-hearted Looking-glaM 
With truths addreat the lorely I^as. 
" To do ye justice, heavenly fair, 
Amaiet in charms ye may compare 
With Venus' sell ; but mind amaist. 
For tho' you're happily pouest 
Of ilka grace which claims respect, 
Tet I see faulta yon shonld correct. 
I own they only trifles are, 
Yet of importance to the fair. 
What signifies that patch o'er braid. 
With which your rosy cheek's o'erlaid? 
Yonr uatoral beauties you beguile, 
B^ that too much affected smile ; 
Saften that look ; move ay with ease. 
And you can never ful to please." 

Thoee kind advices she approv'd. 
And mail her monitor she lov'd, 
Till in came visitants a threava; 
To entertain them she man leave 



WABLBR AND TALES. 325 

Her Looking-glaas. — ^They fleetching praise 
Her looks, her dress, and a' she says, 
Be't right or wrang; she's hale complete, 
And fails in nathing fair or sweet. 
Sae much was said, the bonny Lass 
Foigat her faithfa* Looking-glass. 

Clarinda, this dear beauty's yon ; 

The mirror is ane good and wise, 
Wha, by his counsels jost, can shew 

How nobles may to greatness rise. 
€k>d bless the wark ! — If you're opprest 

By parasites with fause design. 
Then will sic faithfu' mirrors best 

These nnder-plotters countermine. 



GXXX. 

FABLE V. 

JTJPITERS LOTTBBY. 

Anks Jove, by ae great act of grace, 
Wad gratify his human race, 
And order'd Hermes, in his name, 
Wiih tout of trumpet to proclaim 
A royal lott'ry frae the skies. 
Where ilka ticket was a prize. 
Nor was there need for ten per cent. 
To pay advance for money lent ; 
Nor brokers nor stock-jobbers here 
Were thol'd to cheat fowk of their gear. 
The first-rate benefits were health. 
Pleasures, honours, empire, and wealth ; 
But happy he to whom wad fa' 
Wisdom, the highest prize of a*. 



>:AMSAI ft roiitB. 



Hoi>M of fttlainiiiK Uunga tha btsat, 
Made up the maut feck of the reat. 
Now ilka ticket aald with ewM, 
At altan, tor a sacciitoo: 
Juvtt a' ivcuiv'd, ky, gait*, and aytet, ' 
Muor-Gocka, lamba, dows, or bawbise-rawB; 
Nor wad debar e'en (i poor droU, 
Viha. nought ounld gi'o but hi» paicl. 
Sae kind waa he no to exclude 
Poor wights Cot want of wealth or bkiod ; 
Even whiles the goda, as record t«Ils, 
Bought aeveral tickets for theuueUs. 
When fou, and tots put in the wheel. 
Aft were the; tiim'd to mix them weel : 
Blind Chance te draw. Jove order'd ejDi>, 
That nane with reMon might repine. 
He drew, aiid Meroury wm dark, 
The nuuber, prize, and name to mark. 
Now hopoa bj niilliona taat came forth, 
But seldom prises of mair worth, 
Sic aa dominion, wealth, and itate. 
True friends, and loT-era fortunate. 
Wisdom at last, the gi«atcat priee. 
Comes up:— aloud cliuk Hermes cries, 
" Number ton thousand ! Come, let'a see 
The person blest !"— Quoth EJJa^J'He f 
Then a' the gods for blythneaa sang^ 
Thru' heaven glad aoclamBitiona rang i 
While mankind, griunbling, laid the P)4a 
On them, and ca'd the hale a bj^e. 
" Yes," cry'd ilk one, with sobbing heal^ 
" Kind Jove has play'd a parent's part, 
Wha did this prise to lUliu send, 
While we're sneg'd off al Iho wob's ejd !" 

Soon to their clamouis Joro took tent, 
h to wark he went : 
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He Binighi with foUiea fiU'd the wheel; 
In Wuidom'B place they did ae weel ; 
For Oka ane wha Folly drew, 
In their conceit a' eaf^ grew. 
Sae, thua contented, a' retir*d, 
And ilka fool hiiBBelf admired. 



FABLE VI. 

THB MISEB AND MINOS. 

Short syne there was a wretched miser, 
With pinching had scrap'd up a treasure ; 
Tet frae his hofxrda he doughtna take 
As much would buy a mutton-stake. 
Or take a glass to comfort nature, 
But scriniply fed on crumbs and water : 
In short, he famish'd 'midst his plenty, 
Which made surviving kindred canty, 
Wha scarcely for him pat on black. 
And only in his loof a plack. 
Which even they grudged. Sic is the way 
Of them wha fa' upon the prey ; 
They'll scarce row up the wretch's feet, 
Sae scrimp they make his winding-sheet, 
Tho' he should leave a vast estate, 
And heaps of gowd like Arthur's Seat. 

Well, down the starving ghaist did sink, 
Till it fell on the Stygian brink ; 
Where auld Van Charon stood and raiight 
His wither'd loof out for his fraught ; 
But them that wanted wherewith a'. 
He dang them back to stand and blaw. 



S4UUYS ponu. 

The Misor long being us'd to save, 

Fand thia, lund nada& paAeago cravo ; 

Bat Bbftir'd the fenyman a knock, 

Jnmpt in, av&ta o'er, and hain'd hia pinck. j 

Charon might damn, and sink, tuid roar ; 

But b' in vain, ho gnin'd the diore. 

Airiv'd, the tliree-pow'd dog of hell 

Gowl'd terrible a triple yoll ; 

Which roua'd the anaky sisterB three, 

Wha furious on this wight did fleo, 

Wha'd play'd the smuggler on their coast. 

By which PLiito his duos had lost; 

Then brought him for this tri«k ue hainiM 

Afore the beuch of justjoe ftlinos. 

The caae wu new, and very kittle. 
Which puEzl'd a' -the ootui ua little ; 
Thought after thought with onoo' apeed 
Flew rotmd within the judge's head. 
To find what punishment waa due 
For aio a daring crime, and new. 
ShouU he the plsgne of Tantal feelt 
Or atented be on Iiion's wheel ? 
Or Btung wi' banld Prometheus' pain t 
Or help Sysiph to row his stane ? 
Or lent amang the wicked route. 
To fill the tub that ay rina out I— 
" No, oo," oontinaea Hinoe, "no! 
Weak are our puniahmenta below 
For aio a crime ; he man be horl'd 
Straight back again into the world. 
I sentence htm to aee and hear 
What use hia friends make of hia gear." 



7\ 
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CXXXII. 

FABLE VII. 
THE APB AND THE LEOPARD. 

Thb Ape and Leopard, beasts for show, 
The fint a wit, the last a beau, 
To make a penny at a fair, 
AdFertis'd a' their parts sae rare. 
The tane gae out with meikle wind. 
His beauty 'boon the brutal kind : 
Said he, '' I'm kend baith far and near, 
Even kings are pleas'd when I appear ; 
And when I yield my vital pu£f^ 
Queens of my skin will make a muff; 
My fur sae delicate and fine, 
With various spots does sleekly shino." 

Kow lads and lasses fast did rin 
To see the beast with bonny skin. 
His keeper shaw'd him round about ; 
They saw him soon, and soon came out. 

But master Monkey, with an air, 
Hapt out, and thus harangu'd the fair : 
'* Come, gentlemen, and ladies bonny, 
1*11 give ye pastime for your money ! 
I can perform, to raise your wonder, 
Of pawky tricks mae than a hunder. 
My cousin Spotty, true he's braw. 
He has a curious suit to shaw, 
And naithing mair.— But frae my mind 
Te shall blyth satisfaction find : 
Sometimes I'll act a chiel that 's dull, 
Look thoughtfu', grave, and wag my scull ; 
Then mimic a light-headed rake, 
When on a tow my houghs I shake ; 
Sometimes, like modem monks, I'll seem 
To make a speech, and naithing mean. 

r2 
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There draw they me, as void of thinking : 
And you, my dear, famous for stinking ; 
And the bauld birsy bair, your frien', 
A glutton^ dirty to the een, 
By laughing dogs and apes abus'd, 
Wha is't can thole to be sae us'd ! " 

** Dear me ! h^ ! wow ! and say ye sae 1 " 
Betum'd the Brock : — ** I'm unko wae, 
To see this flood of wit break in ! 
O scour about, and ca't a sin ; 
Stout are your lungs, your voice is loud, 
And ought will pass upon the crowd." 

The Ass thought this advice was right, 
And bang'd away with a' his might : 
Stood on a knowe among the cattle, 
And furiously 'gainst wit did rattle ; 
Pour'd out a deluge of dull phrases ; 
While dogs and apes leugh and made faces. 
Thus a' the angry Ass held forth 
Serv'd only to augment their mirth. 



czxxiv. 

FABLE IX. 

THE FOX AND THE RAT. 

The lion and the tyger lang maintain'd 
A bloody weir ; at last the lion gain'd. 
The royal victor strak the earth with awe, 
And the four-footed world obey'd his law. 
Frae ilka species deputies were sent, 
To pay their homage due, and compliment 
Their 80v*reign liege, wha'd gar the rebels cour 
And own his royal right and princely power. 




After dupuUi, thu nioiiiiiBt vut«« ngroc 
Tlwt R«yn&rd shDuld ftddma* his majuity, 
nifMM'liko, in Euune of a' the lave ; 
Wha thuH wont on : — " O prince '. allow thy sUtb 
To reuse th; brKTe achievomeiiU and r«no>ii, 
Nane but tliy dmng front should wesr the erotm, 
Wha art like Jove, whaae thunderbolt can make 
The heavens be huih, and &' the earth to shake ; 
Whaae very gloom, if he but augry node, 
Commands ft poBce, and Hege th' inferior godi. 
Thus thou, groat lung, bast by thy conqu'ring {hlw 
Gi'en earth a shog. and made thy will a law : 
Thee a' the animals with fear adore, 
And tremble if thou with displeasure roar; 
O'er a' thou canat ua oith thy sceptre sway. 
As badrans can with cheeping rottaos ploy.'* 

Tills sentence vcx'd the envoy Rutton sair; 
lie throw his giib, and gim'd ; but durst nae moir ; 
Tlic monarch pleoa'd with Lowry, wha durat gloom t 
A warrant's ordered for a good round sum, 
WJiich Dragon, lord-chief -treasurer, must pay 
To sly-toiigu'd Flecchy on a certain day ; 
WJiicli socretary Ape in form wrote down, 
Sign'd, Lion, and a wee beneath. Baboon. — 
'Tis given the Fox. — Now Bobtail, tap o' kin. 
Made rich at anus, ia nor to had nor bin '. 
He dreams of nought but pleasure, joy, and peace, 
Now blest with wealth to purchaae heiia and geese. 
Yet in Ills luof he hadna tell'd the gowd. 
And yet tlio Eottan's breast with anger glow'd ; 
Ho vuw'd revenge, and watch'd it night and day ; 
He took the tid when Lowry was away, 
And thro' a hole into liis closet slips, 
There chews the warrant a' in little nips. 
Thus wliat the Fox had for his flatfry gotten, 
E'en frao a Lion, was niado nought by an offended Aottan. 
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cxzxv. 

FABLE X. 

TTHB OATEBPILLAB AND THE ANT. 

PXN8T Anty right trig and dean, 
^^^uno ae day whidding o'er the green ; .?* 

^^liere^ to advance her pride, she saw 
^^ Caterpillar moving alaw. 

^^3x>od ev'n 't ye, miBtreis Ant," said he ; ; 

^ow'a a' at hame? I'm blyth to s' ye ! " 
^l^e saaoy Ant view'd him with scorn, 
^^or wad dvilitieB return ; 
^^ut geddng np her head, quoth she, 
^oor animal ! I pity thee : 

^^Thsk scarce can claim to be a creature, .^ ■ • J 

^nt some experiment of Nature, "l] J 

XVhase silly shape displeas*d her eye, 
-And thus unfinished was flxmg bye. 

^or me, I'm made with better grace, ^ • 

'With active Umbs, and lively fiioe ; 
And cleverly can move with ease 
T*rae place to place where'er I please ; 

Can foot a minuet or a jig, | 

And snoov^t like ony whirly-gig ; <; 

Which gars my jo aft grip my hand, ^ 

Till his heart pitty-pattys, and 

But laigh my qualities I bring, 

To stand up clashing with a thing, J 

A creeping thing the like of thee, 

Not worthy of a farewell t' ye." 

The airy Ant syne turned awa. 

And left him with a proud gaffa. 

The Caterpillar was struck dumb, 

And never answer'd her a mum : 

The humble reptile fand some pain. 

Thus to be banter'd with disdain. 
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Demure he look* ; the cheese he p&les ; 

He priyes, it'a good ; ca's for the scaleB ; 

Hii knife whop* throw't, in twa it fell ; 

He pnta ilk bftff in either shell. 

Said he, " Well truly weigh the case, 

And etriotert jostioe shall have place." 

Then lifting up the sobles, be fand 

The tane buig up, the other stand ; 

Syne ont he took the heaviest haff, 

And ate s knooat o't qniokly off; 

And try'd it syne :— it now prov'd light. 
" Ftiend Cats," said he, "well do ye right." 

Then to the ither haff he fell, 

And laid till't tenghly tooth and nail ; 

Till weigh'd again, it lightest prov'd. 

The judge, wha this sweet process lov'd. 

Still weigh'd the ease, and still ate on. 

Till clients baith were weary grown ; 

And tenting how the matter went, 

Giy'd, " Come, come, Sir, we're baith content." — 
" Te fools 1 " quoth he, " and justice too 

Uan be content as well as yon." 

Thus grumbled they, thns he went on, 

TiU baith the havea were near-hand done. 

Poor PoQiies now the daffin saw, 

Of gawn for nignjes to the law ; 

And bill'd the judge, that he wad please 

To give them the remuning cheese. 

To which his worship grave reply'd ; 
" The dues of court man first be paid. — 

How, jnatioe pleas'd, what's to the fore 

Will but right scrimply dear your score ; 

That's OUT decreet ; — gae hame and sleep, 

And thank us ye're win aff sae cheap." 




^L FABLE S 
^^%HE CUIEL 






A HtOi baw^ wilh s ^ tii^ 
A>d aofw tar rfMnr Am a Md i 
« mlocr lika B Uhmrt Uw-^ 

BeplT'd hit nibonr, " niat'a no tene ; 

For well I wat hia colot[r*B gteen, 

If ane may trae his ain twa eeD ; 

For 1 in ■un-ahme saw him fur. 

When he waa dining on the air." — 
" EzcoM me," Htja the itber blade, 
" I aaw him better in the shade, 

And ha is bine. " — ' ' H«'b green, I'm anre. ''— 
" Te lied.'' — " And yeVe the aon of a whore." 

Frae words there had been cnff and kick. 

Had not a third come in the nick, 

Wha tenting them in thia rough mood, 

Ciy'd, " Gentlemen, what, aw ye woodi 

What's ye'r qnarrel, an't may be speer'd)" — 
" Truth," saya the tane ; " Sir, ye ahall hear't ; 

The Cameleon, I say he's bine ; 

He thresjB, he'a green : now what aay you ) " — 
" Ne'er bah ye'neUi abont the matter," 

Says the sagacions arbitrator, 
"He's black; aae nane of you aie right ; 

I view'd him well with candle-light ; 

And haTe it in my pocket here, 

Row'd in my napkin hale and feer."— 
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" Fy !" said ae cangler, " what d'ye mean? 

ni lay my lugs on 't that he's green.*' 

Said ih' ither, '* Were I gawn to death, 

I'd swear he's blue, with my last breath." — 
*' He's black/' the judge maintained ay stout; 

And to convince them, whop'd him out : 

But to surprise to ane and a'. 

The animal was white as snaw. 

And thus reprov'd them : " Shallow boys ! 

Away, away, make nae mair noise 1 

Te're a' three wrang, and a' three right ; 

But learn to own your nibours' sight 

As good as yours ; your judgment speak, 

But never be sae daftly weak, 

T* imagine ithers wiU by force 

Submit their sentiments to yours ; 

As things in various lights ye see, 

They'll ilka ane resemble me. " 



oxxxvni. 

FABLE XIII. 

THE TWA LIZARDS. 



Bbnsath a tree, ae shining day. 
On a bum bank twa Lizards lay. 
Becking themsells now in the beams, 
Then drinking of the cauller streams. 
** Waes me ! " says ane of them to th' ither, 
" How mean and silly live we, brither ! 
Beneath the moon is ought sae poor, 
Kegarded less, or mair obscure ? 
We breathe indeed, and that's just a' ; 
But, forc'd by destiny's hard law. 
On earth like worms to creep and sprawl, -7 
Curst fate to ane that has a saul ! 

s2 



Forhy, gin wo nay trow report, 
Id Nilua giant liurda Bpurt, 
Ca'il cTooodilca : oh I lud I been 
t>f lie a aiiv, upon tho greea. 
Than might I had a\y ikuir of {nine, 
Hont'ur, respect, and k great luune ; 
And men with gaping jnws h»re ibor'd. 
Syne like ft pogod be«n ador'il." 

" Ah, triend !" rapltet the ttber Liiud. 

' ' What makes this gnimbling iu thy ^oanl I 
Wliat CAUse baTS ye to ho uneuy 1 
Cuinot the iweeta of freedom plcwe ;e1 
Wo, free frae trouble, toil, or care, 
Enjoy the sun, tlie oortb, and sir. 
The C37ital spring, and greenwood Bhaw, 
And beildy holes when tempests blaw. 
niiy should WG fret, hwk blae or wan, 
Tho' we're contemn'd by paughty maa I 
If Me, let's in return he wi«e, 
And that pioud animal dcRpiao." 
" fy !" returns th' ombitiom beaal, 

" How weak a fire now wanna thy breMt ! 
It brpsks my heart to lire iiae mean, 
I'd like t' nttnict the goeer's eeo. 
And be odmir'd. "miat stately horiia 
The deer's majestic brow adoma ! 
He claims our wonder and onr tlread, 
Where'ur lie hcaTea his haughty head. 
What envy a* my spirit firt-a, 
AVhen he in clearest pools admire* 
His Tariona beauties with delyt« ; 
I'm like to drown myself with spile.'' 

Thus he held forth; when straight a pack 
Of hounds, and hunters at their back, 
ItiUi down a deer befure their face, 
pn-nthluss and wpatiod with the diace: 
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The dogs upon the victim seize, 
And beugles sound his obsequies. 
But neither men nor dogs took tent 
Of otir wee Lizards on the bent ; 
While hungry Bawty, Buff, and Tray, 
Devour'd the paunches of the prey. 

Soon as the bloody deed was past, 
The Lizard wise the proud addreet : 
" Dear cousin, now pray let me hear 
How wad ye like to be a deer?'' 

" Ohon ! " quoth he, oonvinc'd and wae, 
" Wha wad have thought it anes a-day ? 

Well, be a private life my fate, 

111 never envy mair the great ! 

That we are little f owk, that's true ; 

But sae's our cares and dangers too. " 



cxxxix. 

FABLE XIV. 

MERCUBT IN QUEST OF PEACE. 

The gods coost out, as story gaes, 

Some being friends, some being faes. 

To men in a besieged city : 

Thus some frae spite, and some frae pity, 

Stood to their point with canker'd strictness. 

And leftna ither in dog's likeness. 

Juno ca'd Yenus whore and bawd, — 

Venus ca'd Juno scaulding Jad ; 

E'en cripple Vulcan blew the low ; 

Apollo ran to bend his bow ; 

Dis shook his fork, Pallas her shield ; 

Neptune his grape began to wield. 



" What pUgno i " cri«« Jojitwr, "iMjrIiDjrl 
Mui this towD [iNvo HutlHr Trey 1 
Wlut, will foa ever be at odda, 
Tfll mMikipTJ Oiinlf ua fooliib coda ) 
Hey! diMrta* Pumoc, make haste, appew t" 
Rut mailftin waa tia« ihen bi Iiwt. 

" Cotam, HetiOM, iring ihj h««la and head, _ 
Ami KiHt tkor out with a' diy BpMd ! 
Tniwth, tlaa ia bu)ui]r n»ric iiid«od !" 

BcraiM ubeya, aud at&ptna abort, 
But Ilin directlr to the atort ; 
For cam (thought he) ahe will be found i 
On thai fur complimEnting graniid, 
Wh(>re praiaea aod umbmcva ran. 
Like curront coin, 't»o«n man nnd ma 
But soon, alake ! he wna begnii'd ; 
And fand that oourtiors only amil'd, 
And vitb a formal flatt'ry troat ye. 
That thoy luair sickerly luight cheat ye, I 
Pea<re waa na there, nor cW could dweQ I 
^Vliere hidden enry make* a hell. 

Neist to the ha', where juatiws atanUa 
nith aword and balance in lujr haoda, 
Ho flew ; no that he thought to find har J 
Botwcon the aocn««r and dirfeudar ; 
Itut sure lie thought to 6aA the wenol 
Aniang t)ie fawk that fill lh« bench, 
Sne muvkle gnvi^ and graoo 
Appear'd in ilka judge's face : 
Even here he waa deoetred again, 
Fi>r ilka judge stack to his ain 
InterpretatioD of the law, 
And vcx'd themsella with had and dnir. j 

Fno thence he flew straight to the It 
In this he prov'd aa daft a atirk. 




TABua urn ijuja. 

To look for PeMie, ■where never three 
Ib tn'rj point oonld e'er agree : 
Ane hia tin gait ezpUm'd a text 
Qnife oontnur to bis neighbonr oeit, 
Aikd tenghly tooliad day uid night 
To g«r belieren trow them right. 

nian wir ho ug^'d : — " Where can she be ?— 
Well thought — the University : 
Science !■ ane, theae man agree." 
There did he bend hia strides right olever, 
Bnt ia aa hr mistane aa ever ; 
F(^ here Contention and ni-natare 
Had mnklad ilka learned feature ; 
Ae party stood for andent rules, 
Anither ca'd the ancients foola ; 
Here ane wad set his shanka aapar, 
And reeee the man that sang Troy war ; 
Anither ca's him Bobin Kor. 

Well, she's no here I-— Away ha flies 
To seek her amangst families : 
Tont ! what should she do there, I wonder I 
Dwells she with matrimonial thunder, 
Where mates, some greedy, some deep drinkers, 
Oontend with thriftless mates or jinken ) 
This says 'tis black ; and that wi' spite, 
Stifly maintains and threaps 'tia white. 

Weary'd at last, quoth he, " Let'a see 
How branches with their stocks agree." 
Bat here he fand still his mistake : 
Some parenta cmel were, some weak ; 
While bairns ungratefu* did behave, 
And wish'd their pareDts in the grave. 

" Has Jove then sent me 'mang thir fowk," 
Cry'dHermes, "here to hunt the gowk? 
Well I have made a waly round. 
To seek what is not to be found." 



Jnst oa tha wtiig — lowanb « bvni, 
A weo piMo Kff, tiia loob diet tont ; 
There mutrou Peace he chaac'd to m 
Sitlinjf hwuoftth b willow-treo. 
" And tuivg 1 found yo At the hat I " 
H« CT7'tI iJoud, and held her fast. 
'■ U«TU I roaido,*' quoth she, wid aaul'd, 
" With Ml Mild hermit in this wild."— 
" Well, ModMa,'' aaid he, " I perceho 
That ane may long yovi preaeaoe envi^ i 
And niLu ye still ; but this aeenu phUD, 1 
Tu have yo, ane man be alane." 



I 



TlIE SPRING AND THE SYKE. 

Fed by a living Spring, a rill 
Flow'il easily a-dowii a liill ; 
A thousand flon-era iiixin ita bank 
Flourisli'd fn' fair, and grew right rank. 
Near to ita course a Syke did lye, 
Whilk was in Biunnior aft«n dry, 
And ne'er recover'd lite Bgain, 
But after soakig£.^Qi£eirs^ rain ; 
TIioii wad lie swell, look big and apniBh, 
And o'er his margin proudly gush. 
Ac d«y, oftor great waughta of wet, 
Ho «'itli the crystal ciirront met, 
And TUX him down with unco' diu. 
Said he, " How poorly does tlioii rin ! 
Bee with what atate I daah the brae. 
Whilst thou canst hardly make thy way." 
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The Spring, with a superior air, 
Said, " Sir, your brag gives me nae care, 
For soon 's ye want your foreign aid, 
Your paughty cracks will soon be laid : 
Frae my ain head I have supply. 
But you must borrow, else rin dry. " 



CXLI. 

FABLE XVI. 
THE PHCENEK AND THE OWL. 

Phcekix the first, th' Arabian lord. 
And chief of all the feathered kind, 

A hundred ages had ador'd 
The sun with sanctity of mind. 

Tet, mortal, ye man yield to fate ; 

He heard the summons with a smile, 
And, unalarm*d, without regret. 

He form'd himsell a funVal pile. 

A Howlet, bird of mean degree. 
Poor, dosen'd, lame, and doited auld. 

Lay lurking in a neighb'ring tree. 
Cursing the sun loot him be cauld. 

Said Phoenix, " Brother, why so griev'd. 
To ban the Being gives thee breath? 

Learn to die better than thou'st liv'd ; 
Believe me, there's nae ill in death.*' 

** Believe ye that?" the Owl reply'd : 
'* Preach as ye will, death is an ill : 
When young I ilka pleasure try'd. 
But now I die against my will. 

" For you, a species by yoursell. 

Near eildins with the sun your god, 



Km (urljr tu to hear you Ml 

Yti're Ur'd, aad Locliit'd. to nod. 
" ]l Kbonlit be tao ; for faad I been 

A* Lang upcn tlio warld aa yo, 
Nno Umr* Bbould e'er drap frae my een. 

Fur tinsel of iny hollow troe." 
" And what," return'd th' Arftbiwi uge, 
'■ Hnv* ye t' observe yo have not Be«sl 
At< (lay'H the piotiiio of on age, 

Tis ny tho aaam thiof; o'er sgMD. 
" Corao, lot ua baith together die : 

B<iw to the BUD that gave thee life, 
B«l>«nt thou froe bu beams did flee, 

Aud end thy poortith, p»in, and itrife. 
'■ Tlii)ii wha in darkness took delight, 

Frae panga of guilt coiild'at ne'er be free : 
What won thou by thy shnnning lightJ^ 

But tinie flies on, I haato to die," 
" Ye'r servant, Sir,'' reply'd the Owl, 
■"I likcna in the dark to lowp : 
Tho byword cft'a that chiel a fool, 

That slips a certainty for hope." 
Then straight the lealoua feather'd king 

To's aromatic nest retir'd. 
Collected s<ui-bcaina with hia wing, 

And in a spicy flame eipir'd. 
IVIcantime there blew a weatlin gale. 

Which to the Howlet bore a coal ; 
Tho saint departed on hia pile. 

But the blasphemer in his hole : 
He died for ever.— Fair and bright 

The Phcenii frae his aahea sprang. 
Thus wicked men sink down to night. 

While just uen join the glorious thrang. 
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CXLn. 

FABLE XVIL 

THB BOT AND THE PIQ. 

Dssp in a narrow craiged Pig 
Lay mony a dainty nut and fig. 
A greedy Callan^ half a sot, 
Shot hia wee nive into the pot, 
And thought to bring as mony out 
As a' his &ngs could gang about ; 
But the strait neck o't wadna suffer 
The hand of this young foolish truffer, 
Sae struted, to return again, 
Which gae the gowkie nae sma* pain. 
He gowls to be sae disappointed, 
And drugs till he has maist disjointed 
His shekelbane. — Anither lad 
Stood by, wha some mair judgment had ; 
Said, ** Billy, dinna grip at a', 
And yob with ease a part may draw." 
This same advice to men I'd lend ; 
Ne'er for o'er much at anes contend. 
But take the canniest gate to ease. 
And pike out joys by twas and threes. 



CXLUL 

FABLE XVIII. 
THE BiAN WITH THE TWA WIVES. 

In ancient tales there ia a story, 
Of ane had twa Wives, whig and tory. 
The Carlie's head was now attir'd 
With hair, in equal mixture lyart. 

T 2 



Hi* Wirn (foitli ane iaii;lit nell anffic'd)] 

Altcnutoly w*a ay til pleoc'd : 

TUejr being rerene to u)e anot 

III k^'« aw) faith, made a cunM pother 

IVhilk of the twa slioald bear the bell, . 

And moke their man maiat like 

Auld tSvg the toiy took gnat care 

To weed out ilka sable hair, 

Plucking out all that look'd tike jcmth, 

Fnw) crown of head to woeka of tuoBlh ; 

Bayiug, tliat baith iu Lead and £a«e, 

Antiquitf wu mark of gnco- 

Uut Be«a the whig, a ravit^ nnnp, 

Took figmalariea, and irnld Jmup, 

With aword and pistol by her aide. 

And cock a-stride a rowing ride 

Un the hag-ridden BUUiph, and grap]>le 

Him hard and fast abfiit the lhni[i|>1o ; 

And with ber furious fingers whirie 

Frae yoiithfu' black ilk silver ourle. 

ThuB was he aerr'd between the twn. 

Till no ao hair he had ava. 



The monl of this Abie's oasj', 
But I eall spe&k it out to jileaae ye 
'Tis an auld eaj^g and a trow, 
" Between twa Etools the anie fn's thrc 
TlniB Britain's morals are much plw 
While by two <>pppBiteB instructed ( 
Who atitl contending, have the trick 
The Btrongeat truths to contradie*; 
Tho' orthodox, iboy'll error niak« it. 
If party opposite hn« spako it. 
Thus are we kejtdi'd between th« twa, ' 
Like to turn deiata ane and a'. 
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CXLIV. 

FABLE XIX. 

THE FABLE OF THE CONDEMNED ASS. 

A D&RADFUL plagne, the like was sindle seen, 
Cast mony a beast wame upwards on the greeu : 
By thousands down to Acheron they sank, 
To dander ages on the dowie bank, 
Because they lay unburied on the sward 
The sick surviyors couldna give them eard. 
The wowf and tod with sighing spent the day, 
Their sickly stamacks scunnered at the prey ; 
Fowls droop the wing, the bull neglects his love ; 
Scarce crawl the sheep, and weakly horses move : 
The bauldest brutes that haunt Numidian glens^ 
Ly panting out their lives in dreary dens. 
Thick lay the dead, and thick the pain'd and weak. 
The prospect gart the awfu' Lion quake. 

He ca's a council.—" Ah ! my friends," said he, 

'^ *Tis for some horrid faut sae mony die ; 
Sae heaven permits. — Then let us a' confess. 
With open breast, our crimes baith mair and less. 
That the revengefu' gods may be appeas'd, 
When the maist guilty wight is sacrificed. 
Fa't on the feyest : I shall first begin, 
And awn whate'er my conscience ca*s a sin. 
The sheep and deer IVe worried, now, alace ! 
Grying for vengeance, glowr me i* the face ; 
Forby their herd, poor man ! to croun my treat, 
Limb after limb, with bloody jaws I ate : 
Ah, glutton me ! what murders have I done ! — 
Now say about, confess ilk ane as soon 
And frank as I." — " Sire," says the pawky Tod, 

** Your tenderness bespeaks you haf a god ! 
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Henoe we mAy ken, how power has eith the knack 
To whiten red, and gar the blew seem black : 
Theyll start at winlestraes, yet never crook, 
When Interest bids, to lowp out o*er a stowk. 
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CXLV. 

FABLE XX. 
THE GODS OF EGYPT. 

Lanosyve in "Egypt beasts were gods ; 

Sae mony, that the men tum'd beasts ; 
Vermin and brutes but house or hald, 

Had offerings, temples, and their priests. 

Ae day a Rattan, white as milk, 

At a cat's shrine was sacrific'd, 
And pompous on the altar bled : 

The victim much god Badrans pleased. 

The Aeist day was god Rattan's tour ; 

And that he might propitious smile, 
A Cat is to his temple brought. 

Priests singing round him a' the while. 

Odes, anthems, hymns, in verse and prose, 
With instruments of solemn sound. 

Praying the lang-tail'd deity 
To bless their faulds and furrow'd ground, 



! plague us not with cats," they cryM, 
" For this we cut ane's throat to thee.** 
** A bonny god indeed ! ** quoth Puss ; 
Can ye believe sae great a lie ? 
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" Wktf ■■ 1 Am tlMrt «rt TOW lol I 
Ami j l u aT *a99f Imw'4 ; 

Ttm dsr I'm to tbt nnab «^d : 
Gai«t<M • ye-WaMMlliiiwwrf.' 

BM nftkv tkub* bA'd vta UkM^kt, 
Iky pst tka u *Sawle tba poaL 
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FABLE XXL 
THI SPBOTAOLBS. 



As its when Jan, Uve }ii^ dinclcr, 
Wm meiTT ik'er « bovl of aecUr, 
R^auli'd a [ ir f ei d ta beatuw 
t^ the iiihabitaala below. 
Monoa, alia likea his joke and wis*, 
Wm seat frae heaven with tha jvoptu*. 
FmI thrn' the Kther fi«ld« be whiri'd 
His t^>>d car, and r«acbal lfa« warid : 
C«nTen*d nuuddad. and Uld th«m Jore 
Hail sent a tu1i«u of his lor* ; 
ContiderinK that they rrav short ugh le<l, 
That f»iit ahouW prcMoUj bo righted. 
Syne Ioo«"d his wallcl fra« the pillit-Ds. 
jUid tti»»'*l ""' ■P''cta<Jei by millioiw. 



FABLES AND TALES. 351 

There were enow^ and ilk ane chose 

His pair and cock'd them on his nose ; 

And thankfully their knees they bended 

To heaven, that thus their sight had mended. 

Straight Momus hameward took his flight, 

Laughing fou' loud, as well he might. 

For ye man ken, 'tis but o'er true. 

The glasses were some red, some blue, 

Some black, some white, some brown, some green, 

Which made the same thing different seem. 

Now all was wrong, and all was right. 

For ilk beliey'd his aided sight. 

And did the joys of truth partake. 

In the absurdest gross mistake. 



CXLVII. 

FABLE XXII. 
THE FOX TURNED PREACHER. 

A LEARNED Fox growu Stiff with eild, 
Unable now in open field. 
By speed of foot and clever stends, 
To seize and worry lambs and hens ; 
But Lowry never wants a shift 
To help him out at a dead lift. 
He cleath'd himsell in reverend dress, 
And tum'd a preacher, naething less ! 
Held forth wi' birr 'gainst wier unjust, 
'Gainst theft and gormandizing lust. 
Clear was his voice, his tone was sweet, 
In zeal and mien he seem'd complete ; 
Sae grave and humble was his air, 
His character shin'd wide and fair. 




" 0«nt be tlwl « 

nhehiaiood, 

WiMt, Im tr vade> 1— fccBiid deed ! 
*Ttih' »r luT* tree*, and ilka meiA, 

ruiiOr fnrich'd idii herbs uid fruits, 
T, «i\T,' and p]<.-aae xho nicest brutes. 
W 1 sJi.'ul.i ivspect. dearly belor'd, 
>*"iihi. ".■r br bn-iii. .^f life is nior'J. 
>■■;?«!. 'tis ntijuBI : ttud, secondly, 

iS • l.i.->. «.- art cip.Vd (0 sad '.) 

" . oj.: jvrhtps -■'.Ji lui^tj- dad : 

* ,\- ii'i,. u.i frji-nd. ihe Kaiil ne'er dies, 

Si-. :-iu ;h<- ifc^Iiit; K-Jt flies ; 

. -*■ ,> :; :. -,.i. laid stvks anither ; 
'."; i» \ .u.n- Misf GiKise msT be my mithe 
'.V '.■.vv\_( »,■■. srtiiug his prey, 
:;^ ■^.^v.c ;e * sh>v:' niiy slay ; 



hi« luii^ otit-tirtti'h'd. 
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His sermon Bounded o'er the dale, 
Wliile thuB he moraliz'd with zeaL 
HIb glMB spun out, he ceast, admir'd 
By all who joyfolly retired. 

But after a' the lave was gane, 
Some geese, twa chickens, and a hen, 
Thought fit to stay a little space. 
To tawk about some kittle case. 
The doctor hem'd, and in he drew them. 
Then quiet and decently he slew them ; 
On whom he fed the good auld way. 
Those who wan aff, thrice happy they. 



CZLYIU. 

FABLE XXIII. 

THE BEE AND THE FLY. 

Bbtobb her hive, a paughty Bee 
Observ'd a humble midding flie, 
And proudly speer'd, what brought her there. 
And with what front she durst repair 
Amang the regents of the air. 

" It sets ye well," the Flie reply'd, 

*' To quarrel with sic saucy pride ! 
They'Te daft indeed has ought to do 
With thrawn contentious fowk like you." — 

" Why, scoundrel, you!" retum*d the Bee, 

" What nation is sae wise as we? 
Best laws and policy is ours, 
And our repast the fragrant flow'rs : 
No sordid nasty trade we drive. 
But with sweet honey fill the hive ; 

u2 




T. HA M imx time m fac, 
\ . '1. ni rfc- unci vtreell* to sUe, 
Ani slmU: vt rseJJ nuur aickerlj 
T(iu. 1 1^ ri can Xfot enenif. 
A' uuii runt., ftuf had beti^r lure 
111* VMi'iiUi. i; they cm bt-hare 



FaELE xxtt, 

1 »T^^T.■i.'d cnJocty coree 
li* % TWT bireiing horse : 
<t ^T ^=-.w *J my feet, 

rk^ -j It' draw the ileil, 
«;*, or u'ul ihe muck ; 
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Or drest in saddle, howse, and bridle, 
To gallop with some gamphrel idle, 
That for his hiring pint and shilling, 
Obliges me, tho' maist unwilling. 
With whip, and spur sunk in my side, 
0*er heights and hows all day to ride ; 
While he neglects my hungry wame. 
Till aft I fa* and make him lame ; 
Who curses me should ban himsell. 
He starv'd me, I with faintness felL 

" How happy lives our baron's ape ! 
That's good for nought but gim and gape. 
Or round about the lasses flee, 
And lift their coats aboon their knee ; 
To frisk and jump frae stool to stool. 
Turn up his bum, and play the fool ; 
Aft rives a mutch, or steals a spoon. 
And bums the bairns' hose and shoon : 
Yet while I'm starving in the stable. 
This villain's oock'd upon the table. 
There fed and rees'd by all around him. 
By foolish duels, the pox confound them ! " 

'* My friend," says a dowse-headed oz, 
<< Our knight is e'en like other folks : 
For 'tis not them who labour maist 
That commonly are paid the best : 
Then ne'er cast up what ye deserve, 
Since better 'tis to please than serve." 



ktJ, -yjn ■ A.-, -..-ji*^ ITS TcaiU joba, 
7'- >f,', !■.,*/!{ -T-„v^ %-ji; jet behind 
li-% J.lm A'lW .Vj/,k Tij.,n my mind : 
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I dare na name't ; I'd lure be stmng 
Up by the neck, or by the tongue, 
As speak it out to you : believe me, 
The iaxit you never wad forgive me." 
The haly man, with pious care, 
Intreated, prayM, and spake him fair ; 
Conjur'd him, as he hop'd for heaven, 
To tell his crime, and be forgiven. 

** Well then," says Hooige, *' if it maun be, 

Prepare to hear a tale fra^ me. 

That when 'tis tald, I'm unko feard. 

Tell wish it never had been heard : 

Ah me ! your reverence's sister. 

Ten times I carnally have — ^kist her." 
" All's fair," returns the reverend brother, 
" I've done the samen with your mother 

Three times as aft ; and sae for that 

We're on a level, tit for tat." 



GLI. 

THE PARROT. 



Ax honest man had tint his wife, 
And, wearied of a dowie life. 
Thought a parroquet bade maist fair, 
With tatling to divert his care : 
For the good woman sair he griev'd ; 
He 'ad needed nane if she had liv'd ! 

Streight to a bird-man's shop he hies. 
Who, stock'd with all that wing the skies, 
And give delight with feathers fair. 
Or please with a melodious air ; 






*bdl^'dl>Htal>, 
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1, «c Norvay anX* like 

kilfc I^MT r>rious oUrer, 
mAt ««llb Hade kU Iiia viu to irKTcr, 
•• B» MM hta kMk bettuth tlie board. 
Vka* aloaA MM tkst »{Ake n«*er > wonl : 

L Bat&d tk» Ind. *• I UuiA Um ■air.'* 
Tfc* bcT«T saTs, " Th.T answer^ was. 
A-1 :>.^>; I'll haTe at any price. 

«"h-i: -^-ist yon haie T'— " Fire poonda."— " Tia thini 
Tiie money, and the bird ia mine." 

So« in hii tvoni thU featherM sage 

Tlf uiis;er'i oiiwtati,'ii3 fully 
F.^siesi t^' hoir hiiu lauk Uks Tully : 
But A hil* Uionih ii pjiit juiJ gane. 
Hi' Civer hoars a rbyine bat ane ; 

•■ Thi- Um 1 *ivak I think the iu*ir.'— 
- t.\-iLt,.u-.:d y,- for a silly s^-t. 

WiA! a dull idiot have I got ; 

.la vIj'lI luk'selt. ou short ac<)uaintance, 

r.> j'JvipV of ane by a single <■ 
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CLII. 

THE ECLIPSK 

Upon his gilded chariot, led by hours, 

With radiant glories darting through the air, 
The Sun, high sprung in his diurnal course, 
Shed down a day serenely sweet and fair. 
The earth mair beautiful and fertile grew ; 

The fiow'ry fields in rich array, 

Smil'd lovely on the beamy day. 
Delightful for the eye to view ; 

Ceres, with her golden hair. 

Displaying treasure ilka where, 
While useful plenty made her stalks to bow. 

« 

A thousand little suns glanc'd on the wave ; 

Nature appeared to claim the Sun's respect, 
All did sae blyth and beauteously behave. 
*• Ah !*' cry'd the moon, " too much for him ye deck ; 
My aking een cannot this glory bear ; 

This Sun pretends nane in the sky 

Can shine but him, then where am I ? 
Soon I the contrary shall clear : 

By ae bauld strake, 

With him I'U make 
My equal empire in the heaven appear. 

" Tis I that gives a lustre to the night. 

Then should not I my proper right display, 
And now, even now dart down my silver light ? 
I give enough, this Sun gives too much day." 
The project fram'd, pale Cynthia now to shaw 
Her shifting power, right daftly run 
Directly 'tween the earth and Sun. 



Dnwite Aeeiga I ihe vorM than mw 
liMteftd of light, ttiB Moon 
Broagbt dnrkneu in at nimn. 

And without bonowiog, bwl no li|^t At a'. 

Thus nuuij' empty and imprudent men, 
Wba to their oin infimiitiiM uv blind, 

Bax youl their reach, and thii wkj Isl lu ka 
A jealona, weak, and iiiButBctent mind. 



THE HOKE AND THE MILLER'S WITS. 

Kow IcDil your lag«, je benden fine, 
1Vh> ken the benefit of wise ; 
And you nha Utighiug sand brown lit, 
liuave jinlu a wee, and hear a t«Je. 

An honeat miller won'd in Fife, 
That had a young nnd wanton wife, 
Wha sometimes thol'd the pariah p ~ 
To mak' her man a tno-horii'd boMt.] 
He paid right mony visits till her. 
And to keep in with Hah the mUter, 
He endeftTOiir'd aft to inak' him bapj;^ 
Where'er he ken'd the ale was nappy 
Sic condesconsion in a pastor, 
Knit Halbert's love ti> him the fasttt 
And by his converse, troth 'tia tnia 
Hah Icam'il to preach wlien he w»»n. 
Thiu all the thi-oo were wonder ply. 
The wife well aerv'd, the man well,"(t 
This ((round hia coma, and tb»t ditorfali 
Himself with dining round the pck. 
Beai, the good wife, thought it uuklth. 
Since slie was fit to serve them bn 
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When equal is the night and day. 
And Ceres gives the schools the play, 
A yonth sprang frae a geiitle pater, 
Bred at Saint Andrew's alma mater, 
Ae day gawn hameward, it fell late, 
And him benighted by the gate. 
To lye without, pit-mirk, did shore him. 
He couldna see his thumb before him ; 
But dack, clack, dack, he heard a mill, 
Wlulk led him by the lugs theretill. 
To tak' the threed of tale alang. 
This mill to Halbert did belang ; 
Not less this note your notice claims. 
The scholar's name was Master James. 

Now, smiling muse, the prelude past. 
Smoothly relate a tale shall last 
As lang as Alps and Grampian hills. 
As lang as wind or water mills. 

In enter'd James, Hab saw and ken'd him. 
And offer'd kindly to be&iend him 
With sic good cheer as he could make, 
Baith for his ain and father's sake. 
The scholar thought himself right sped. 
And gave him thanks in terms well bred. 
Quoth Hab, " I canna leave my mill 
As yet ; but step ye west the kill 
A bow-shot, and yell find my hame ; 
Qse warm ye, and crack with our dame, 
Till I set aff the mill, 83me we 
Shall tak what Bessy has to gi'e." 
James, in return, what's handsome said, 
O'er lang to tell, and aff he gade. 
Out of the house some light did shine, 
Which led him till't as with a line : 
Arriv'd, he knock'd, for doors were steekit ; 
Straight throw a window Bessy keekit, 

v2 




«< I diDm kM n- qaolk a« wifah 
" lad q and dcpwB Iha ttinM an afs ; 
mOm ar kM, F!m bat ■ vo^i^ 
Bm in aalMr Br.dMC to sm mb : 
Bat MM* tii TCir UkB, ar dov, 
Ttat an 7^^ tdlti« aar 1» <>■% 
Haa^t h ai tfa ahT. gaagiayatwiff 
At Oa bAI dooEv Oaa'W fatnr ^ rtM ; 
ainak don qeat, ar U, ud Imbb 
TlMj*n no in lodgU Out got a bam." 
Thu, after meikle ditter clatter, 
Junea fand he conldna mend the matter ; 
And since it might na better be. 
With reaign&tioii took the key ; 
Unlockt the bam, clam np the mow. 
Where waa an opening near the hoir, 
Tfarongh vhilk he saw ajflent of light. 
That gave divenion to hia sight : 
Bj this he quickly could discern, 
A thin wa' eep'iate honae and bam ; 
And throw this rive waa in the wa', 
All done within the house he saw : 
He saw what ought not to be aeen, 
And acaroe gave credit to his een. 
The parish priest, of reTerend fame. 
In active oonitship with the dame ! 
To lengthen out deKtiption here 
Would bat offend the modest ear. 
And beet the lewder jronthfn' flame 
lliat we bj satire strive to tame. 
Suppose the wicked action o'er, 
And Jamaa oontinning still to glowr ; 
^'Ita saw Ut* wife a> fort as able 
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Spread a clean serviie on the table, 
And syne, frae the ha' ingle, bring ben 
A piping het yoong roasted hen. 
And twa good bottles stout and dear, 
Ane of strong ale, and ane of beer. 

Bat, wicked luck ! just as the priest 
Shot in his fork in chuckj's breast, 
Th' unwelcome miller ga'e a roar, 
Cry'd, " Bessy, haste ye ope the door." 
With that the haly letcher fled. 
And dam'd himsell behind a bed ; 
While Bessy huddl'd a' things by, 
That nought the cuckold might espy ; 
Syne loot him in ; but, out of tune, 
Speer'd why he left the mill sae soon ? 

" I come," said he, ''as manners claims, 
To crack and wait on Master James, 
Whilk I should do tho* ne'er sae bissy ; 
I sent him here, good wife, where is he ? ** — 

*' Te sent him here ! " quoth Bessy, grumbling ; 

** Ken'd I this James ? A chiel came rumbling, 
But how was I assur'd, when dark. 
That he had been nae thievish spark. 
Or some rude wencher gotten a dose. 
That a good wife could ill oppose ? " — 

** And what came of him ? speak nae langer ; " 
Cries Halbert, in a Highland anger. 

** I sent him to the bam," qaoth she ; 

** Gae quickly bring him in," quoth he. 

James was brought in ; the wife was hawked ; 
The priest stood close ; the miller cracked : 
Then ask'd his sunkan gloomy spouse. 
What supper she had in the house. 
That might be suitable to gi'e 
Ane of their lodger's qualitie 7 
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Qaotii ilie, " Ye niK; irell knt, gooiata, 
Your feut coinoa frae tlie potUgs-pu i 
The stov'd or roMted we aSord 
Are lift great atrangera on our bowd."— 

" Pottage," quoth Hob, "ye unueleai tiwiaaH 
Think ye this youth'a a gilly-g«wpy ; 
And thftt hia gentle (tamock'fl rnutet 
To vorry up » pint of pLoiiler 
Like oiir miU-knaveE that lift the ladi 
Wliue kytes c&n streek out like raw pludiogl 
8vitb, roMt a hen, or fry gome chiekent, 
And Bend for ale frae Maggy Picken'i" — 

" Hout I," quoth she, " ye may w^ ken, . 

Tia ill brought bat that's no there ben ; I 
niicn but Utt owk, nae fnrdor gane, fl 

The Inird got »' to pay liia kain." 

Then JameR, wha had ns good a guesa 
Of what was in the house as Bess, 
With pawky smile, this plea to end. 
To pleaao hiinsell, and case his friend, 
First opened, with a alee oration. 
His wond'rouB skill in conjuration : 
Said lie, " By tliia fell art I'm able i 

To whop aff any great man's table | 

Wliate'er I like to make a meal of, ■( 

Either in part, or yet the hail of ; '. 

And, if ye pleaae. III shaw my art." ' 
Cries Hulbert, " Faith, with all my hear -t." 
Bess sain'd herself, ery'd, " Lord, bo he re'." 
And near-hand fell a-swooa tor fear. 
James loiigh, and bade her naithing drei id; 
Syne to his conjuring went with speed : 
And first he draws a circle round, 
Then utters moiiy a magic sound 
Of words, part Latin, Greek, and Dutch, 
Enow to fright a rerj' witch. 
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That done, he says, '' No^, now, 'tiB come, 

And in the boal beside the lum : 

Now Bet the board, good wife, gae ben. 

Bring frae yon boal a roasted hen." 

She wadna gang, bat Haby ventnr'd ; 

As soon as he the aimbrie entered. 

It smell'd sae well he short time sought it, 

And, wondering, 'tween his hands he brought it. 

He yiew'd it round, and thrice he smell'd it. 

Syne with a gentle touch he felt it. 

Thus Uka sense he did conveen. 

Lest glamour had beguil'd his een : 

They all in ane united body, 

Dedar'd it a fine fat how towdy. 
** Nae.mair about it," quoth the miller, 
•* The fowl looks well, and we'll fa' till her." 
* * Sae be 't," says James ; and in a doup 

They snapt her up baith stoup and roup. 



" Neist, O !" cries Halbert, "could your skiU 
But help us to a waught of ale 
I'd be oblig'd t' ye a' my life. 
And offer to the deel my wife. 
To see if hell discreeter mak' her, 
But that I'm fleed he winna tak' her. " 
Said James, " Ye offer very fair ; 
The bargain 's hadden, sae nae mair. " 

Then thrice he shook a willow wand. 
With kittle words thrice gave command ; 
That done, with look baith leam'd and grave 
Said — "Now yell get what ye wad have. 
Twa bottles of as nappy liquor 
As ever ream'd in horn and bicquer, 
Behind the ark that hads your meal 
Ye'll find twa standing corkit well." 



Bb Hul, Mid faat Um tniUsr tl«w, 
And froe their nest the bottles drew. 
Then Gnt the scholar's health he totrted, 
Whiira art hod gort him feed oa roasted ; 
His father iieist, and b' the rest 
Of his goi>d friciide that trish'd him best, 
Which wore a'ei lan^^me iLt the time 
III a ahurt tale to put in rhyme. 

Thiia, while the miller and the 3routh 
Were blythly Blocking of their drowth, 
Cons fretting, scarcely held froe greeting. 
The prieBt iiicloa'd atjiocl Tcs'd and sweating 



" wow !" said Hab, " if ano might apeer, 
Dear Master James, wlia broaght our cheor t 
Sic liiits npiwar to ns sue aivfu', 
Wo hiirilly think your learning iawfu'.'' 

" To bring your doubts to a conclusion," 
Sitys Junics, " ken I'm a Rosicrucian, 
Ane of the set tliat never carrica 
On trnfflo with black deels or fairies ; 
There's mony a spirit that's no deel 
Tliat constantly around us wheel. 
There was a sage call'd Albumazor, 
Wliase wit was gleg as ony razor; 
Frau this great man we Icam'd the skill 
Til bring these gentry to our will. 
And they appear, when we've a mind. 
In ony sliaiie of human kind. 
Now it you'll drap your foolish fear, 
I'll gar my Pacolet api>ear." 

Hab Cdg'd and leugh, liis olbuck clow, 
liaitli fear'd and fund a sp'rit to view ; 
At last his courage wan the day, 
Ho to the scholar's will gave way. 
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Bessy by this began to smell 
A raty but kept her mind to 'rsell. 
She pray'd like howdy in her drink ; 
Bat, meantime, tipt young James a wink. 
James frae his e'e an answer sent, 
Which made the wife right well content, 
Then tum'd to Hab, and thus advis*d — 
* Whate'er you see, be nought 8urpris*d. 
But, for your saul, move not your tongue ; 
And ready stand with a great rung. 
Syne, as the sp'rit gangs marching out 
Be sure to lend him a sound rout, — 
I bidna this by way of mocking, 
For nought delytes him mair than knocking." 

Hab got a kent, stood by the hallan, 
And straight the wild, mischievous callan, 
Cries — " KJiadamanthus husky mingo, 
Monk, homer, hipock, jinko, jingo, 
Appear in likeness of a priest ; 
No like a deel, in shape of beast, 
With gaping shafts to fleg us a', — 
Wauk forth, the door stands to the wa'.*' 

Then, frae the hole where he was pent. 
The priest approached, right well content. 
With silent pace strade o'er the floor, 
Till he was drawing near the door. 
Then, to escape the cudgel, ran ; 
But was not miss*d by the goodman, 
Wha lent him on his neck a lounder 
That gart him o*er the threshold founder. 
Darkness soon hid him frae their sight, — 
Ben flew the miller in a fright : 
" I trow," quoth he, "I laid well on ; 
But, wow ! he*8 like our ain Mess John." 




At muket. anes, I watna how, 

Twa herds between them coft a cow. 

Driving her hame, the needfu' back;. 

But oeraniony, chanc'd to k j. 

Quoth Rab (right ravingly) to Raff,— 
" Gin yell eat that digeBt«d draff 

Of Cnimmf, I shall quat my part." 

" A bargain be't with a' my heart|" 

Raff toon reply'd, and lick'd hia thumb 

To gorgle't ap without a gloom ; 

Syne till't he fell, and aeem'd right yap 

'B.in mealtith ijuickly up to gawp. 

Haff-done, his heart hcgan. to scunner. 

But lootna on till Bab strak under. 

Whs, fearing akair of cow to tine. 

At his daft bargain did repine. 
" Well, well," qnc)th Raff, " tho' ye was rash, 

I'll scorn to wrang yo, senseless hash .' 

Come, fa' to wark aa I ha'e done. 

And eat the itber hoff aa soon ; 

Te's save ye'r part." — " Content," quoth Rab ; 

And alerg'd the rest o't in his gab. 

Now what was tint, or what waa won. 

Is eithly seen, — my atory 's done. 

Yet, trae this tale, confed'rate states may learn 

To save their cow, and yet no eat her sham. 
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CLV. 

THE TWA CUT-PURSES. 

In borrowB-town there was a fair. 

And mony a landart ooof was there ; 

Baith lads and lasses busked brawly, 

To glow'r at ilka bonny waly, 

And lay out ony ora-bodles 

On sma' gimcracks that pleased their noddles, - 

Sic as a jocktaleg, or sheers, 

Confecl9t ginger, plumbs, or pears. 

These gaping gowks twa rogues survey, 
And on their cash this plot they lay : — 
The tane, less like a knave than fool. 
Unbidden, clam the high cookstool. 
And pat his head and baith his hands 
Through holes where the ill-doer stands. 
Now a' the crowd with mouth and een 
Cry*d out — "What does this ideot mean ? " 
They glowr'd and lengh, and gather*d thick, 
And never thought upon a trick, 
Till he beneath had done his job 
By tooming poutches of the mob ; 
Wha now possest of routh of gear, 
Scour'd aff as lang's the coast was clear. 

But, wow ! the f erly quickly chang'd ; 
When through their empty fobs they rang'd : 
Some gim'd, and some looked blae wi* grief ; 
While some cry'd out—" Fy ! had the thief." 
But ne'er a thief or thief was there. 
Or could be found in a' the fair. 
The jip, wha stood aboon them a'. 
His innocence began to shaw ; 
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aAVuT's r««Mi. 



biid )Mt— "My friuida. I'ta rtrj tt 
To btar jroar TOlmriioly •tor; ; 



THE LtJRK 

t«K na }Mt o'er tJu hUh wm pMpinf . 

The H7nd« aruuig, geotiy iloeping, 

Tbe dogB won bwkiiag, oocka wers enwing, 

SigU-druikiMg Krta eounting Ibdr Uwtn ; 

ClaMi im« the nmU, uid obw tbe dj^ 

When f arth ■ fakoner look hia way, 

Koaa with kbu tml hi* iba knight- cuant, 

That acta in air the blmdjr ijmnl i 

Whik with qnk^ wing, Geree beak, and dawa, 

She bnaki diTine and hnoun Uwa ; 

Ne'er pleaa'd but with the heaila and lirwa 

Of peaitnc^ teaU, moor-powta, and plima : 

Tot ia Aa mach eateem'd and dandl'd. 

Clean lodg'd, wcU led, and ladly handl'd. 

BeMon to thii need be nae wander, 

Her panntee ihan in the plunder. 

Tkta Miaaking nxika about a court. 

That make oppraMion bat their aport. 

WQI pTBia* a pangbt; blood; king, 

And hire mean hackney poete to nag 

Hi* gloriM ; whilo the deel be IJcket 

Be eVf attempt but what be aticfcet. 
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la gawn to »ay, 
Thi* £al««er had tane hia wmj 
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O'er Calder-moor ; and gawn the moM up, 

He there forgathered with a gossip : 

And wha waB% trow ye, but the deel 

That had diaguis'd himsell sae^weel 

In human shape, sae snug and wylie, 

Jnde took him for a burlie bailie : 

His cloven oloots were hid with shoon, 

A bonnet coor'd his horns aboon : 

Nor spat he fire^ or brimstone rifted. 

Nor awBome glowr'd ; but cawmly lifted 

GQs een and voice, and thus began : 
'* Qood morning t' ye, honest man ; 

Te're early out ; how far gae ye 

This gate ? — I'm blyth of company. 

What fowl is that, may ane demand. 

That stands sae trigly on your hand ? " — 
** Wow ! man,^' quoth Juden, ** where won ye ? 

The like was never speer'd at me ! 

Man, 'tis a hawk, and e'en as good 

As ever flew or wore a hood." — 
" Friend, I'm a stranger," quoth auld Symmie, 
'* I hope ye'll no be angry wi' me ; 

The ignorant maun ay be speering 

Questions, till they come to a clearing. 

Then, tell me mair : What do ye wi't ? 

Is't good to sing, or good to eat ?" 
** For neither," answer'd simple Juden ; 
*^ But helps to bring my lord his food in. 

When fowls start up that I wad hae. 

Straight frae my hand I let her gae ; 

Her hood tane aff, she is not langsome 

In taking captives, which I ransome 

With a dow's wing, or chicken's leg." — 
'* Trowth," quoth the deel, " that's nice. I beg 

Yell be sae kind as let me see 

How this same bird of yours can flee." 
** T' oblige ye, friend, I winna stand." 
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See, see ! he like a lavrock tours ; 
Hell reach the stams in twa 'r three hours ! 
Is't possible to bring him back f " — 
*' For that/' quoth Nick, '^ I have a knack : 
^o train my birds I want na Lures, 
Can manage them as ye do yours : 
And there's ane coming hie gate hither, 
Shall soon bring down the haly brither." 

This was a fresh yoimg landart lass. 
With cheeks like cherries, een like glass ; 
Few cdats she wore, and they were kilted, 
And '' John come kiss me now " she lilted. 
As she skift o'er the benty knows, 
Gawn to the bught to milk the ewes : 
Her in his hand slee Belzie hint up. 
As eith as ye wad do a pint-stoup. 
Inverted, wav'd her round his head ; 
Whieu, whieu, he whistled, and with speed, 
Down, quick as shooting stams, the priest 
Came souse upon the lass's breast. 

The moral of this tale shews plainly, 
That carnal minds attempt but vainly 
Aboon this laigher warld to mount, 
While slaves to Satan. 
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THE THREE BONNETS: 



A TALE. 



IN FOUR CANTOS. 



1722. 



THE PEBSOXS. 

Dranraarn (»Ui« to Joukom. BruUe, uid B.w^. 

JocicM. in loTB with £«ia. 

B»WTL«, ■ nun of r»oIoHon. 

Bawsi, » weaker brother. 

BiBD, k narrator. 

Bkef, porter to Rosie. 

GH4I8T, the ghost ot Dimi.hult.. 

Bosil, an heirtH. 



OLYII. 

THE THREE BONNETS. 



CANTO I. 



BARD. 



Whbk men o' mettle thought it nonsense 
To heed that depping thing ca*d conscience, 
And by free thinking had the knack 
O* jeering ilka word it spak', 
And, as a learned author speaks, 
Employ'd it like a pair o* breeks, 
To hide their lewd and nasty sluices, 
Whilk eith slipt down for baith these uses : 
Then Duniwhistle, worn wi' years, 
And gawn the gate o' his forbears, 
Commanded his three sons to come, 
And wait upon him in his room : 
Bade Bristle steek the door ; an' syne 
He thus began : — 

DUNIWHISTLE. 

Dear bairns o* mine, 
I quickly maun submit to fate. 
And leave you three a good estate, 
Which has been honourably won. 
An' handed down frae sire to son, 
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VeH iaichfullj 'jbserre my «il 
Ac' i' ii'j pranuMs folnl. 



My w...rthy taiher, I shall strive 
T-- keep yuar name an' fame alive. 
An' [iKver sbaw a saul that's dastard, 
T'p ^ar E'jwk tak' me for a bastard : 
If e'er by me ye 're diaobcy'd. 
May witches nightly on me ride. 



Wliae'er ahall dare, by force or £ 
This bonnet aff my head to wile, 
For sic a lianld attempt shall me, 
And ken 1 was begot by yon : 
Else may I like a gijuy wander, 
(.(r for my daily bread turn pander 
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BAWSY. 



May I be jyb'd by great an* sma', 
And kytch'd like ony tennis-ba', 
Be ihe diagrace o' a' my kin, 
If e'er I wi' my bonnet twin. 



BABO. 

Now, aoon aa each had gi'en hia aith, 
The aold man jrielded np hia breath ; 
Waa row'd in linen white aa anaw, 
And to hia fathera borne awa*. 
But acaroely he in moaa waa rotten, 
Before hia teat'ment waa forgotten, 
Aa ye ahall hear frae future aonnet, 
How Joukum ainder'd wi' hia bonnet ; 
And bought frae aenaeleaa billy Baway, 
Hia, to propine a giglet laaaie ; 
While worthy Briatle, not aae donner'd, 
Preaervea hia bonnet, and ia honour'd. 
Thua Oaractacua did behave, 
Tho' by the fate o' war a alave ; 
Hia body only, for hia mind 
No Roman pow'r oould break or bind : 
Wi' bannet on he bauldly apak* ; 
Hia greatneaa gart hia f ettera crack : 
The victor did hia friendahip claim. 
And aent him wi' new gloriea hame. 

But leave we Briaa an aimile. 
And to our tale wi' ardour flee. 

Beyond the hilla, where lang the billies 
Had bred up queya, and kida, and fillies. 
And foughten mony a bloody battle 
Wi* thievea that came to lift their cattle ; 
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let me lie within your breast, 
And at yonr dainty teasde feast ; 
Weil do I like your goad to finger, 

And fit fco her your st singer, 

While on this sun side o' the brae 
Belangs to you, my limbs I'll lay. 

BOSIB. 

I own, sweet sir, ye woo me frankly, 
But a' your courtship sars sae rankly 
O' selfish interest, that I*m flead 
My person least employs your head. 

J0UKX7M. 

What a distinction's this your making. 
When your poor lover's heart is breaking ! 
Wi' little logic, I can shew 
That every thing you ha'e is you : 
Besides the beauties o' your person. 
These beds o* flowers you set your a — on, 
Your claiths, your lands, and lying pelf. 
Are every ane your very self. 
And add fresh lustre to these graces 
Wi' which adom'd your saul and face is. 

BOSIB. 

Te seem to ha'e a loving flame 
For me, and hate your native hame, 
That gars me ergh to trust you meikle. 
For fear you should prove false and fickle. 

J0UKT7M. 

In troth, my rugged billy Bristle 
About his gentrie mak's sic fistle, 
That if a body contradict him 
He's ready wi' a durk to stick him ; 
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JOUKUM. 



Wliich to preserve I gied my aith. 
Bat now the cause is life and death : 
I must, or wi' the bonnet part. 
Or twin wi' yon and break my heart : 
Sae tho' the aith we took was awfn', 
To keep it now appears onlawfa*. 
Then, love. 111 answer thy demands, 
And flee to fetch them to your hands. 

BABD. 

The famous jilt o' Palestine 
Thus drew the hoods o*er Samson's een, 
And gart him tell where lay his strength, 
O' which she twinn'd him at the length ; 
Then gied him up in chains to rave, 
And labour like a gaUey slave : 
But, Bosie, mind, when growing hair 
His loss of pith 'gan to repair, 
He made of thousands an example, 
By crushing them beneath their temple. 



CANTO II. 



BABD. 



The supper sowin-cogs and bannocks 
Stood cooling on the sole o' winnocks. 
And, cracking at the westlin gavels. 
The wives sat beeking o' their navels, 
When Jouk his brither Bristle found. 
Fetching his evening wauk around 
A score of ploughmen o' his ain, 
Wha blythly whistled on the plain. 
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BBUKFLB. 



I laDg to answer your demand, 
And never shall for trifles stand. 



JOTTKUM. 

Then she desires, as a propine. 
These bonnets, Bawsy's, jour's, and mine ; 
And well I wat that's nae great matter, 
Gif I sae eauly can get her. 

BBIBTLB. 

Ha, ha ! ye Judas, are ye there ? 
The d — then nor she ne'er get mair. 
Is that the trifle that ye spoke o' ? 
Wha think ye, Sir, ye mak' a mock o' ? 
Ye silly manswom, scant o' grace ! 
Swith let me never see your face. 
Seek my auld bonnet aff my head ! 
Faith, that's a bonny ane indeed ! 
Require a thing 111 part wi' never ! 
She's get as soon a lap o' my liver : 
Vile whore and jade ! the woody hang her. 

BARD. 

Thus said, he said nae mair for anger, 
But curs'd and ban'd, and was nae far 
Frae treading Jouk among the glar. 
While Jouk, wi' language glibe as oolie, 
Right pawkily kept aff a toolie. 
Weil masked wi' a wedder's skin. 
Although he was a tod within, 
He hum'd and ha'd, and wi' a cant 
Held forth as he had been a saint. 
And quoted texts to prove we'd better 
Part wi' a sma' thing for a greater. 
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aUfSAY'B FOSHS. 



Ah ! brithor, may Oie furiet rack me 
Gif I mean ill ! but ye miatak' me. 
But gin your bonnet 'a sic s jewel. 
Pray gie't or keop't. Sir, u you will ; 
Sinoe yonr auld-ftiahion'd fancy rather 
Inclinea till't than a hut and feathur : 
But 111 go try my brither Bawsy, 
Poor man, he's nae sae daft and «awcy, 
Wi' empty prido to crook his mou", 
And hinder his ain gude, like you, 
GKf he and I agree, ne'er doubt ye. 
Well mak' the bargain up without ye ; 
Syne your braw bduiiet and your noddle 
Will haidly baith be worth a bodle. 



At this baold Bristle's colour chang'd. 
He swore on Itoae to be roTeng'd ; 
For he began now to be flied 
She'd wile the houonrs frae his head ; 
Syne, wi' a stem and canker'd look, 
He thus reprov'd his brither Jouk. 



Thon vile disgrace o' our forbeiis ! 
Wha lang wi' Taliant dint o' weira, 
Maintain'd their right 'gunst a' intrusions 
O' our auld faea (he Bosicrudana, 
Coat thou design at last to catch 
Uh in a gim wi' this base match, 
And for the hauding up thy pride, 
TJpo' thy brithers' riggins ride ) 
I'll see you hang'd and her thegither 
Ab high as Haman, in k taUier, 
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Ere I wi' my ain bonnet quat 
For ony borrow'd bearer hat, 
Whilk I, as Bosie taks the fykes, 
Man wear or no just as she likes. 
Then let me hear nae mair about her, 
For if ye dare again to mutter 
Sic vile proposals in my hearing, 
Te needna trust to my forbearing ; 
For soon my beard will tak' a low. 
And I shall crack your crazy pow. 

BABD. 

This said, brave Bristle said nae mair, 
But cock'd his bonnet wi' an air, 
WheePd round wi' gloomy brows and muddy, 
And left his brither in a study. 



CANTO III. 



BABD. 

Now Sol wi' his lang whip gae cracks 
Upon his neighering coursers' backs, 
To gar them tak' th' Olympian brae, 
Wi' a cart lade o' bleezing day ; 
The country hind ceases to snore. 
Bangs frae his bed, unlocks the dore, 
His bladder tooms, and gi'es a rift, 
Then tentily surveys the lift ; 
And weary o' his wife and flaes, 
To their embrace prefers his claes. 
Scarce had the lark forsook her nest, 
Whan Jouk, wha had got little rest. 
For thinking o' his plot and lassie. 
Got up to gang and deal wi' Bawsy. 
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BA&D. 



Straight Ba^vsy riBeti, quickly dreises, 
While haste his youky mind expresses : 
Now rigg'd; and m(»ming drink brought in, 
Thus did slee gabbet Jouk begin. 

JOUKUM. 

My worUiy brither, weil I wate 
O'er feckless is your wee estate 
For sic a meikle saul as yours, 
That to things greater higher tow'rs ; 
But ye lie loitering here at hame^ 
Neglectfu' baith o' wealth and fame, 
Tho', as I said, ye ha'e a mind 
That is for higher things designed. 

BAWST. 

That's very true, thanks to the skies, 
But how to get them, there it lies. 

JOUKUM. 

Ill tell ye, Bawse, IVe laid a plot 
That only wants your casting vote, 
And, if you'll gie't, your bread is baken ; 
But first accept o' this love-taiken : 
Here tak' this gowd, and never want 
Enough fco gar you drink and rant ; 
And this is but an arle-penny 
To what I afterwards design ye ; 
And in return, I'm sure that I 
Shall naething seek that ye'U deny. 

BAWST. 

And trouth now, Jouk, and neither will I, 
Or after never ca' me billy ; 
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Belangs to her, which soon ye'U see, 

If ye be wise, belang to me : 

And when that happy day shall come, 

My honest Bawsy, there's my thumb 

That^ while I breathe, I'se ne'er beguile ye, 

Te'se baith get gowd, and be a bailly. 

BAWST. 

Faith, Jouk, I see but little skaith 
In breaking o' a senseless aith, 
That is imposed by doited dads. 
To please their whims, on thoughtless lads. 
My bonnet ! welcome to my bonnet, 
And meikle good may ye mak' on it. 
Our father's will, I'se mak' nae din 
Tho' Bosie should apply 't behin'. 
But say, does Billy Bristle ken 
This, your design, to mak' us men 1 

J0UKX7M. 

Ay, that he does ; but the stiff ass 
Bears a hard hatred at the lass, 
And rattles out a hantle stories 
O' blood and dirt, and ancient glories ; 
Meaning foul feuds that us'd to be 
Between ours and her family : 
Bans, like a blockhead, that hell ne'er 
Twin wi' his bonnet for a' her gear ; 
But you and I conjoin'd can ding him. 
And, by a vote, to reason bring him : 
If we stand closs, 'tis unco eith 
To rive the test'ment spite o's teeth. 
And gar him ply, for a' his clavers. 
To lift his bonnet to our beavers. 
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Oar pow'r gi'en up, now I demand 
Tour promifl'd love, and eke your hand. 

BA&D. 

Rose smil'd to see the lad outwitted, 
And bonnets to the flames committed. 
Immediately an awfu^ sound. 
As ane wad thought, raise frae the ground ; 
And syne appeared a stalwart ghaist, 
Whase stem and angry looks amaist 
Unhool'd their sauls : — shaking, they saw 
Him frae the fire the bonnets draw : 
Then came to Jouk, and wi' twa' rugs 
Increas'd the length o' baith his lugs ; 
And said — 

OHAI8T. 

Be a' thy days an ass, 
An hackney to this cunning lass ; 
But, for these bonnets, FU preserve them 
For bairns unborn that will deserve them. 

BA&D. 

Wi' that he vamsh'd frae their een, 
And left poor Jouk wi' breeks not clean : 
He shakes, while Eosie rants and capers, 
And ca's the vision nought but vapours ; 
Rubs o'er his cheeks and gab wi' ream. 
Till he believes 't to be a dream : 
Syne to her closet leads the way. 
To soup him up wi' usquebee. 

BOSIB. 

Now, bonny lad, ye may be free 
To handle ought pertains to me ; 
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And ere the >un, tko' he be dry, 
HaA driven down the westlin iky, 
To drink his wamefu' o' the tea. 
There's be but une v' you and me. 
In marriage ye soil ha'e m; hand ; 
But I maun ha'e the Bole cummaud 
Iti Fairyland, to sav and plimt. 
And to send there for ought I want. 



Ay, ay, cxiei Jouk, a' in a fire, 
And stiffening into atroug deaire. 



Come, haate thee, let na lign and m 
And let roy billiea gang to the deiL 



Here, it wad mak' o'er lang a tale 
To t«ll how meikle cakei and ale, 
And beef, and broe, and gryoe, and geeM, 
And pies a' rinning o'er wi' creesh, 
Was serv'd upon the wedding-table. 
To mak' the lads and lasses able 
To do, ye ken, what we think shame 
(Tho' ilk ane doea't) to gi'e't a name. 
But true it is they soon were buckled, 
And soon she made poor Jouk a cuckold. 
And play'd her bawdy sports before him 
Wi' cliiels that car'd na tippence for him; 
Beside, a Bosicrucian trick 
She had o' dealing wi' Auld Kick ; 
And whene'er Jouk began to grumble, 
Anld Nick in the neiat room wad rumble. 
She drank, and fought, and spent h«r gear 
Wi' dice, and selling o' the near. 
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Thus living like a Belzie's get, 

She ran herseU aae deep in debt, 

By borrowing money at a' hands, 

That yearly income o' her lands 

Scarce paid the interest o* her bands. 

Joiik, ay ca'd wise behind the hand, 

The daffin o* his doings fand : 

O'er late, he now began to see 

The ruin o' his family : 

But past relief lar'd in a midding. 

He's now oblig'd to do her bidding. 

Awa wi' strict command he's sent 

To Fairyland to lift the rent, 

And wi' him mony a caterpillar. 

To rug frae Briss and Bawsy siller ; 

For her braid table maun be sery'd, 

Tho' Fairy fowk should a' be starv'd. 

Jouk, thus surrounded wi' his guards. 

Now plunders haystacks, bams, and yards ; 

They drive the nowt frae Bristle's fauld, 

While he can nought but ban and scald. 

BKISTLE. 

Vile slave to a hussy ill-begotten. 
By mony dads, wi' claps half rotten ! 
Were't no for honour o' my mither, 
I should na think ye were my brither. 

JOUKUM. 

Dear brother, why this rude reflection 7 
Learn to be gratefu' for protection. 
The Peterenians, bloody beasts ! 
That gar fowk lick the dowps o' priests. 
Else on a brander, like a haddock. 
Be broolied, sprowling like a paddock ; 
These monsters, lang ere now, had come, 
Wi' faggots, taz, and tuck o' drum, 
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8ae have I seen, beside a tow'r, 
The king of brutes oblig'd to cour, 
And on his royal paunches thole 
A dwarf to prog him wi' a pole ; 
While he wad show his fangs, and rage 
Wr bootless wrangling in his cage. — 
Now follows that we tak' a i>eep 
O' Bawsy, looking like a sheep, 
By Bristle hated and despised, 
By Jonk and Rosie little priz'd. 
Soon as the horse had heard his brither 
Jookum and Rose were prick'd thegither, 
Awa he scours o'er height and how, 
Fu' fidgin fain whatever he dow. 
Counting what things he now did mister, 
That wad be gi'en him by his sister. 
Like shallow bards, wha think they flee. 
Because they live sax storeys high, 
To some poor lifeless lucubration 
Prefixes fleeching dedication, 
And blythly dream they'll be restored 
To alehouse credit by my Lord. 
Thus Bawsy's mind in plenty row'd. 
While he thought on his pronus'd gowd 
And bailieship, which he wi' fines 
Wad mak like the West Lidia mines ; 
Arrives, wi' future greatness dizzy, 
Ca's, Where's Mess Jouk ? 

BEBF. 

Mess Jouk is bissy. 

BAWST. 

My Lady Rose, is she at leisure ? 

BEEF. 

No, Sir, my Lady's at her pleasure. 



I vkll for W «r ki^ ga Aev. 



And p»y you, ouwUr, vlu an ymi f 

fpo' my Mul, tfaii i»rt«T*« antj I 
Sirnb, go t«ll luy nuno ia Ehvgj, 
Their britber wlift tuada np the nsnuge. 

Dnr. 
And «u t thougbt liy your ci»ft auTi»Bc. 
rtniwccb your hnu^L* gno cUp your geliltng, 
Sitift hunti ftiid fuwt iijiua a spcldiog, 
Fur tlmro'* DM room bonwstli tliu not 
To entertain b riinjil* coof. 
The lik« o' you, thftt auie oui ttnat, 
Wha lo your ain lu'o been unjuH. 



Thil aid, hn lUddad to the y^a«, 
And l«(l [Hior Baviy in a frut, 
WTui hnidly (piw)'ii, uiU made n ilin 
TW «aa u'erhnnl by «" wittiin. 
4>>k4k Run to Jonk— "Come, Ict'i nwity, 
A»J *M vh«'< yun nink'i a' this frfy." 
Awi' iktj wwil, and m* the erootan 
{WrimUiag ilka aiUy feature 
O* to Aid pUi, w-i ' ginii and glooms, 
SkM|iJI^ whI biting at hia thiunlv. 
X%V *o«M Um a tittle vhile. 
n^a MM* hU Ml him iri' a amile, 
■k^MA •.'•.'« f«rt him (or^i the t<irtur« 
*V rwiSI vilUii him by the porlM. 



THB THBBX BONNETS. 399 

Sae will a sucking weanie yell, 

Bat shake a rattle or a bell 

It haads its tongue ; let that alane, 

It to its yamering fa's again ; 

Lilt up a sang, and straight it's seen 

To laugh wi' tears into its een. 

Thus eithly anger'd, easily pleas'd, 

Weak Bawsy lang they tantalized 

Wi' promises right wide extended 

They ne'er perform'd, nor ne'er intended : 

But now and then, when they did need him, 

A supper and a pint they gie'd him : 

That done, they ha'e nae mair to say 

And scarcely ken him the neist day. 

Poor fallow ! now this mony a year, 

Wi' some faint hope, and rowth o' fear. 

He has been wrestling wi' his fate, 

A drudge to Joukum and his mate. 

While Bristle saves his manly look. 

Regardless baith o' Rose and Jouk, 

Maintains right quietly 'yond the kaims, 

His honour, conscience, wife, and bairns, 

Jouk and his rumblegarie wife 

Drive on a drunken gaming life, 

'Cause, sober, they can get nae rest, 

For Nick and Duniwhistle's ghaist, 

Wha in the garrets aften tooly, 

And shore them wi' a bloody gully. 

Thus I ha'e sung, in hamelt rhyme, 
A sang that scorns the teeth of time ; 
Tet modestly I hide my name, 
Admiring virtue mair than fame. 
But tent ye wha despise instruction 
And gi'es my wark a wrang construction, 
Frae liind my curtain, mind I tell ye, 
I'll shoot a satire through your belly : 




,— . ..- -.^ifji Huc shi a^fmihL. 



^t^r rt^n* iim i>''t^'Tnr> dtT, 



THE EAGLE AND ROBIN REDBREAST. 401 

He sang the Eagle's ryall lyne, 
His pening ee and richt divyne 
To sway out owre the fetherit thrang, 
Quha dreid his martial bill and fang ; 
His flicht sublime, and eild renewit, 
His mynd with clemencie endewit. 
In safter notes, he sang his luve ; 
Mair hie, his beiring bolts for Jove. 

The monarch bird, with blythness, heard 

The chaunting litil silvan bard, 

Calit up a buzart, quha was then 

His favourite and chamberlane. 
" Swith to my treasury," quod he, 
*' And to zon canty Robin gie 

As meikle of our currant geir 

As may mentain him throw the zeir ; 

We can weil spair't, and it's his due." 

He bad, and furth the Judas flew 

Straight to the bench quhair Robin sung, 

And, with a wickit lieand tung. 

Said — ''Ah ! ze sing sae dull and ruch, 

Ze haif deivt our lugs mair than enuch ; 

His majestic hes a nyse eir. 

And nae mair of zour stuff can beir ; 

Poke up your pypes, be nae mair sene 

At court ; I warn ze as a frein." 

He spak, quhyle Robinis swelling breist, 
And drouping wings, his greif exprest ; 
The teirs ran happing doun his cheik. 
Grit grew his hairt, he could nocht speik, 
No for the tinsell of rewaird, 
But that his notis met nae regaird. 
Straicht to the schaw he spred his wing, 
Resolvit again nae mair to sing, 

A3 




THK COKCLUSION. 

B TO BB «0OI, tS tMJtiXtOV or BOKACE. 



Dkak, Tmt'rooi book, e'en take thy wOl, 
And Boovp arotuid the warid thy fill : 
Wov '. je'i« newbugle to be teen. 
In gilded Turkey dad, and clean. 
Dmh, giddy thing l to dare thy fate. 
And apang o^er dykes that acar th« blate ; 
But mind, vhen anea ye're to the bent, 
AJtho' in Tain, ye may repent. 
Atake ! I'm Seed thoa aften meet, 
A gang that will thee sourly treat, 
And ca' thee dull for a' thy pains, 
When damps diatres* their dronzie brains. 
I dinua doubt, whilst thou art new. 
Thou It favour find frae not a tew ; 
Bnt vhen thou 'ri ruffled and forfaim, 
Sair thumb'd by ilka coof or burn, 
Then, then by age ye may grow irise. 
And ken things common gi'e nae price. 
I'd fret, wae's me ! to see thee lye 
Beneath the bottom of a pye ; 
Or cow'd out page by page, to wrap 
Up ulttff, or sweeties, in a shap. 



THE CONCLUSION. 403 

Awa, sic fears ! gae spread my fame, 
And fix me an immortal name ; 
Ages to come shall thee revive, 
And gar thee with new honours live. 
The future critics, I foresee, 
Shall have their notes on notes on thee ; 
The wits unborn shall beauties find 
That never entered in my mind. 

Now when thou tells how I was bred 
But hough enough * to mean a trade, 
To balance that, pray let them ken 
My saul to higher pitch could sten : 
And when ye shaw I'm scarce of gear, 
Ghir a' my virtues shine mair clear : 
Tell, I the best and fairest please ; 
A little man that lo'es my ease. 
And never thole these passions lang 
That rudely mint to do me wrong : 



Gin ony want to ken my age. 
See anno Dom. t on title page ; 
This year, when springs, by care and skill, 
The spacious leaden conduits % fiU, 
And first flow'd up the Castle-hill ; 
When South-Sea projects cease to thrive, 
And only North-Sea seems alive, 
Tell them your author's thirty-five. 



* Very indifferently. 

t The first edition of his poems was published in 1721. 

t The new lead pipes for conyeying water to Edinburgh, of four inches and a 
bidf diameter within, and six tenths of an inch in thickness : all oast in a mould 
inyented by the ingenious Mr. Harding of London. 
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A GLOSSARY; 



OR, 



AN EXPLANATION 

OF THE 

SCOTISH WORDS, 

Which are used in the Poems of Allan Ramsay ; and which 
are rarely found in modem English Writings. 



CORRECTED AND AMENDED. 
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I 



A GLOSSARY, 

d'C, d'c, dee. 



Ome General Rules, sho^ving wherein many Southern and Northern 
Words are originally the same, — having only one letter changed 
for another ; or sometimes one letter taken away or one added. 



X In many toorda ending with an L a^r anKorVy the L is rarely sounded. 



800TIBH« 


KKGLUfl. 


sconsB. 


ENGLISH, 


A' 


All 


Sma 


Small 


Ba 


Ball 


Sta 


StaU 


Ca 


Call 


Wa 


Wall 


Fa 


Fall 


Foa or fa 


Piill 


Oa 


Gall 


Pou or pu 


PuU 


Ha 


Hall 


Woo or oo 


Wool 



II. The L changes to a, w, or v, after o or A, and is frequently sunk 

before another Consonant ; <m — 



Bawm 

Bank 

Bonk 

Bow 

Bowt 

Caff 

Cow 

Fant 

Faose 

Fawn 

Fowk 



Balm 

Baulk 

Bulk 

Boll 

Bolt 

Calf 

Coll, or Clip 

Fault 

False 

Fallen 

Folk 



Gowd 


Gold 


Haff 


Half 


Howms 


Holms 


How 


Hole, or Hollow 


Maut 


Malt 


Pow 


Poll 


Row 


Roll 


Scawd 


Scald 


Stown 


Stolen 


Wawk 


Walk 



Auld 
Bauld 
Cauld 
Fauld 



IIL An o before ld, changes to a, or axj; cm, 



Old 
Bold 
Cold 
Fold 



Hald or had Hold 
Said Sold 

Tald Told 

Wad Would 



IV. Thf o, nt, or ow, m changtd to a, ar, a<, vr ai ; at— 



Ae «r one One 



Aith Okth 

Ain 01' awn Own 
Akac Alone 



Aite 



Qua 
Okti 
Opan 



Lang Long 

Mae Mors 

Moist Uoat 

Moir U»re 

Mane Moux 
So. 

Nailhing Notbi , 

Pnpo Pope 



Hue 



Eoe 



Baip Bopa 

Baw Row 

Sftft Soft 

Saip Soap 

SuT Son 



Bur 


Boar 


Sang 


^g 


Baith 


BoO. 


iai? 


Slow " 


Blaw 


Blow 


Siiaw 




Bntid 


Broad 


Stnke 


S^ 


Claith 


Cloth 


SUw 


Stole 


Craw 


Crow 


Stane 


Stone 


Drap 


Drop 


Saal 


Sool 


Fae 


Foe 


Tae 


Toe 


Frae 


Fro or from 


Taiken 


Token 


Gao 


Go 


Tanga 


TongB 


Gaila 


Goat* 


Tap** 


Top 


Grane 




Thrang 


Throng 


Haly 


Holy 


AVae 


WoT^ 


Hale 


Whole 


Wame 


Womb 






Wan 


Won 


Hame 


Home 


War 


Worae 


Hait or het 


Hot 


Wark 


Work 


Laitb 


Loath 


Warld 


World 


Uid 


Load 


Wha 


Who 


Lain or len 


Loat. 






V. 


The or c « freqvently ehangtil h 


-1(0 1; M- 


Anitber 


Another 


Ither 


Other 


Bill 


Bull 


Mitber 


Uother 


Bira 


Bum 


Nit* 


Nuts 


Brither 


Brother 


Kise 


Nose 


Kt 


Foot 


Pit 


Put 


Fitter 


Fother 


Rin 


Run 



I 



OLOSSABT. 



V. 



Abeet, albeit, although 

AbliDS, perhaps 

Aboon, above 

AetiBn, oaten 

Alky oak 

Aikerbread, the breadth of an 



Air, long since. It, earl^. Air 

up, Boon np in the morning. 
Ambrie, cnpboarcL 
Anew, enow. 
Annnal-rent, yearly interest of 

money. 
Apen, open. 

Aries, earnest of a bargain. 
Ase, ashes. 

Ase-middinj^ dunghill of ashes. 
Asteer, stirring. 
Atains, or Atanes, at once, at the 

same time. 
Attoor, out-OTer. 
Aold-farren, knowing, shrewd 
Aold Beeky, a cant name for 

Edinburgh ; old and smoky 
Anrglebai^^, or Ea^Klebargin, to 

contend and wran|^ 
Awsome, frightful, terrible 
Aynd, the breath 



B 



Ba', baU 

Back-sey, a sirloin 

Badrans, a cat 

Baid, staid, abode 

Bairns, children 

Balen, whalebone 

To ban, to curse 

Bang, is sometimes an action of 
haste. We sav, "he, or it, 
came with a bang." A bang 
also means a great number : 
" of customers she had a ban|; " 

Bangster, a blustering roarmg 
person 



BIR 

Bannocks, a sort of unleavened 
bread, thicker than cakes, and 
round 

Barken'd, when mire, blood, &c., 
hardens upon a thing like bark 

Barlikhood, a fit of drunken angry 
passion 

BiuTOw-trams, the staves of a 
hand-barrow 

Batts, colick 

Bauch, sorry, indifferent 

Baul, or Bauld, bold 

Bawbee, halfpennjr 

Bawk, a rafter, joist : likewise, 
the space between com fields 

Bawsy, bawsand-fac'd, is a cow, 
or horse, with a white face 

Bedeen, immediately, in haste 

Bert, beaten 

Begoud, began 

Beffrutten, all in tears 

Beik, to bask 

Beild, or beil, a shelter 

Bein, or been, wealthy, comfor- 
table. A been house, a warm 
well-furnished one. 

Beit, or beet, to help, repair 

Bells, bubbles 

Beltan, the 3d of May, or Kood-day 

Belzie, Beelzebub 

Bended, drunk hard 

Benn, the inner room of a house 

Bennison, blessing 

Bensell, or bensau, force 

Bent, the open field 

Benty , oversrown with coarse grass 

Beuk, baked 

Bicker, a wooden dish 

Bickering, fighting, running quick- 
ly. I^hool-boys battling with 
stones 

Bigp;, build. Bigget, built. Big- 
gmgs, buildings 

Bi^onet, a linen cap or coif 

Bilhr, brother 

Bink, a bench to sit on, either by 
the door, or near the fire 

Byre, or byar, a cow house 

Birks, birch-trees 



B 3 



■M^M^fefB^AH «d ft Ba^ Ibc aide Id ■ IdU. » ilMt 

■iL faa^ tl^K awiBlr «Bk a Bhiadir, a sniUnai 
■Mr BnB^ca]T<a«<th.l9 




a, tbe S*>a» timag >ad btU- 
laof a boBp when Uw oU a 



i 



mwof a 

Boik, or bok^ nich 



To Bout, to threatcB or tcM at 

Bodin, or boddeo, pniTided or 
fBraished 

Bodle, ODe-sixUi of a penn j* English 

Bod word, an ominooa ma 
Bodrordi are nor need t 
pnaa ill-natured messages 

B<>glebo. hobgoblin or spectra 

Bonny, b«aatifal 

BoDnyvslja, toys, gew-gaws 

Boss, empty 

Bonk, balk 

Bourd, jest or dally 

Boaser, a nftsr 

Bouze, to drink 



Baeky, the lar^ x. 

of nproa^b. Vrbeo we Cipro* * 
cnMB-uatnnd fellow by " tki*n 

BoS^ noDMMe: as, "h« hUtbcr'l 

buff" 
BD^ht. the little fold when O* 

eiroa are inclosed at mflkiiig IM* 
Boiler, to bubble i the nxitM d 

water ■t a spring head, nraam 

of a riaiiig lido 
Bombaud. oinfnwd ; made to 

Stan and look like an ideot 
Bnmbee, an hotoble bee 
Bomler. a bungler 
To Bammil, to bnn^e 
Bong, completely fuddled, w ft 

were to the bung 
Bankere, a bencb, or aert of lag 

low chests that aerre for mU 
Bard-aluie, solitary bird 



GLOSSABT. 



VU. 



A-CHAR 

Biutine, fustian, cloth 

Bat» often need for without; as, 

" but feed or faTonr^' 
Bykes, or bikes, nests or hives of 

bees 
Bygane, bypast 
Byword, a proverb 



Cadge, carry. Cadger iii a country 
carrier, &c. 

Caff, a calf ; chaff 

CaHan, boy 

Camschough, or Campsho, stem, 
grim, of a distorted countenance 

Canffle, to wrangle 

Canker'd, angry, passionately snar- 
ling 

Canna, cannot 

Cant, to tell merry old tales 

Cantraips, incantations 

Canty, cheerful and merry 

Capernoited, whimsical, ill-natured 

Car, sledge 

Carena, care not 

Carle, a word for an old man 

Carline, an old woman. Gire- 
carline, If giant's wife 

Carts, cards, 

Cathd, cawdle, an hot-pot made 
of ale, sugar, and eggs 

Cauldrife, spiritless ; wanting 
cheerfidness in address 

Cauler, cool or fresh 

Cawk, chalk 

Cawsy, causeway, street 

Chafts, chops, 

Chaping, an ale measure or stoup, 
somewhat less than an English 
quart 

A-Char, or a-jar, aside. When 
anything is beat a little out of 
its position, or a door or window 
a little opened, wo say, ** they 
are a-char, or a-jar " 



cos 

Charlewain, Charleswain; the con- 
stellation called the plow, or 
ursa major 

Chancy, fortunate, good-natured 

Chanler, a candlestick 

Chanler-chafts, lantem-jaw'd 

Chat, a cant name for the gallows 

Chiel or chield, a general term like 
fellow ; used sometimes with re- 
spect, as — **He*s a very good 
cniel ;" and, contemptuously, 
"That chiel" 

Chirm, chirp and sing like a bird 

Chitter, chatter 

Chorking, the noise made by the 
feet when the shoes are full of 
water 

Chucky, a hen 

Clan, tribe, family 

Clank, a sharp blow or stroke that 
makes a noise 

Clashes, chat 

Clatter, to chatter 

Claught, took hold 

Claver, to speak nonsense 

Claw, scratch 

Cleek, to catch as with a hook 

Cleugh, a den betwixt rocks 

Clink, coin, money 

Clinty, hard, stony 

Clock, a beetle 

Cloited, the fall of any soft, moist 
thing 

Closs, a court or square ; and fre- 
quently a lane or alley 

Clour, the little lump that rises on 
the head, occasioned by a blow 
or fall 

Clute, or cloot, hoof of cows or 
sheep 

Cockemony, the gathering of a 
woman's hair, when it is wrapt 
or snooded up with a band or 
snood 

Cockstool, a pillory 

Cod, a pillow 

Coft, bought 



Cog, 0, pretty lar^ wooden dish 
&B conntry in)ople put their 
pottage in 

Coglc, when a thing mores bock- 
WKr<lB and forwards iucliuing to 

Coly, a nhepbcrd's dog 

Cuwlio, a RmaU wooden veasel uted 

by Bonie for a ch&ntber-pot 
Coof, a stupid fellow 
Coot, to cavor, and recovor 
CooBor, a atoiied horse 
CooBt, did ciut, Cousten, thrown 
Corby, a raven 
Cone, warm and comfortable 
Cotter, a c<ittiieer 
CoDthy, affable 

Cowp, to torn oTer ; aha, a tall 
Coup, to change or barter 
L'o«p, a tompioy of pcoplE ; 

"merry, Hi^oBolosa, corky K 



another: "Hefellw.-.. 
' ' lie dadded hu head a^. 
thi) waU," te. 
Daft, fooUah ; and, (oautiiDa, 

Baffin, folly, wa^[^ery 
Daintdtha, dclicaciei, daintia 
Dainty, is nsed as Su epithet of % 

tine man or woman 
Dander, to wander to and fni <» 

sannter 
Dang, did ding, beat, tbnut, drira 

"-■ - ' moving hMtily <w 



Ding, dang, m.DV 
on &e back of a: 



Cmct, t 



c1j3C 






\ 



Craig, a rook ; the neck 

Craw, crow 

Creel, basket 

Creepy, a low stool 

Crish, grease 

Croil, a crooked dwarf 

Croon or omne, to mnrmnr or bum 
over a song ; the lowing of bulls 

CroBse, bold, pert, overbearing 

Crove, a cottage 

Crummy, a cow's name 

Cryn, to shrink or become leas by 
drying 

Cudeigb, a bribe, present 

Culzie, to entice or flatter 

Cun, to taste, team, know 

Cunzie or coonio, coin 

Cum, a small parcel 

Curscha, a kerchief; a linen dress 
worn by our highland women 

Cutled, used kind and gaining me- 
thods for obtaining love Siud 
friendship 

Cutty, short 



Dam, to hide 

Daaii, to put on 

Dawty, a foudliug, daiiing. To 

davrt, to cocker and careis wifli 

tenderness 
Deave, to «tnn the cms with dok 
Deel, the devil 
Deel-be-likit, the devil-a-lnt 
Dees, dairy-maids 
Deray, merriment, jollity, ioleni- 

nity, tumult, disorder, noite 
Dem, secret, bidden, lonely 
Dev^ to deeoend, fall, hurty 
Dewgs, rags or shapiag* of dath 
Didle, to act or movTlike a dwiri 
Dight, decked, made ready ; alM 

to clean 
To Ding, to drive down, to beat, to 



Dink, prim 

Dinna, do not 

Dirle, a imarting pun quickly orer 

Dit, to stop or tioae up a bou 

Divot, thin turf 

Dock, the backside 

Docken, a dock, the herb 

Doilt, confuaad and silly 

Doited, doied or eraiy, m in dd 



GLOSSARY. 



IX. 



DRO 

Donsie, affectedly neat ; sometimes, 
doll and dreary ; clean, when 
^pliod to any little person 

Doofart, a doll, heavy-lieaded fel- 
low 

Dool or dmle, the goal which 
gamesters strive to gain first, as 
at football 

Dool, pain, grief 

I>orts, a proud pet 

Dorty, prond ; not to be spoken 
to ; conceited ; appearing as dis- 
obliged 

Bosend, cold, impotent 

Booght, coold, availed 

Donehty, strong, valiant, able 

Bonks, dives under water 

Bour, dowr, hard, severe, fierce 

Boose, solid, grave, prudent 

Bow, to will, to incline, to thrive 

Bow, dove 

BoVd, (lienor) that is dead, or 
has lost tne spirits ; or withered 
(plant) 

Bowff, mournful, wanting vivacity 

Bowie, siekly, melancholy, sad!, 
doleful 

Bowna, dow not, i. e., though one 
has the power, he wants the 
heart to ao it 

Bowp, the arse, the small remains 
of a* candle, the bottom of an 
egg-shell: "better half egg as 
toom dowp" 

Brant, to speak slow, after a sigh- 
ing manner 

Bree, to suffer, endure 

Breerv, wearisome, frightful 

Breigh, slow, keeping at distance : 
hence, an ill payer of his debts 
we csJl dreigh : tedious 

Bribs, drops, 

Brinff, the noise of a kettle before 
it boils 

Brizel, a little water in a rivulet, 
scarce appearing to run 

Droning, sitting lazily, or moving 
heavUy ; speaking with groans 

Drouked, drenched, all wet 



7AE 

Dubs, mire 

Duds, ra^. Duddy, ragged 

Dung, driven down, overcome 

Dnnt, stroke or blow 

Dunty, a doxy 

Durk, a poinard or dagger 

Dnsht, driven down 

Dwine, to pine away 

Dynles, trembles, snakes 

Dyvour, a bankrupt 



To Eag, to egg, to incite, stir up 

Eard, earth, the ground 

Edge of a hill, is the side or top 

Een, eyes 

Eilc^ age 

Eildeens, of the same age 

Eitb, easy. Either, easier 

Elbuck, elbow 

Elf -shot, bewitched, shot by fairies 

Ell-wand, the ell measure 

Elritch, wild, hideous, uninhabited 

except by imaginary ghosts 
Elson, a shoemaker's awl 
Endlimg, along 
Ereh, scrupulous, when one makes 

ndnt attempts to do a thing, 

without a steady resolution 
Esthler, .ashler, hewn stone 
Ether, an adder 
Ethercap, or Ettercap, a venomous 

spiteful creature 
Etle, to aim, design 
Evened, compared 
Evite, to shun 
Eydent, diligent, laborious 



p 



Fa, a trap, such as is used for 

catching rats or mice 
Facing-tools, drinking-pots 
Fadge, a spunoy sort of bread in 

shape of a roll 
Fae, foe 




PSLtorm 

rate. M- Arte, to ndi « 
~ WmoU 



Ae BorMgfarilw- 



. <rf tavth wHIj G^tin^ 

Vidu A wt, q nw t it y; ■■, bmA Fotxaiiul. oppsnle 

Mtt U* giiMtft anmbtr; ax Fonetbcr, 

bck, vtcry few Fwrleet, to 



r. 111.' last or forcruo ycai 
,ldil.- IT liirty 
ijlht, n lla'li of li^htniug 



, ?pQLLgy, 



*oft 



W*n! 



whtn they boast, vroaJer, and 
talk more of ■ matter than it is 
wortby cf, or will btar 
Fray, bustle, fiyhtiog 
Frcib, a fool, light impertinent 

fellow 
Freniit, strange, not a-kin 
Friflttd, truatod 
oim; Fnish, brittle, like bread b.akeii 
l>irJ3 with butter 

Fuff, to blow. Fuffiii, blowing 
lire Furder, prosper 
Furthy, forward 
Fuiah, brought 
11 the Kyk, to be roatleBS, uneasy 
Kurlet, four peeks 



GLOSS AJiY. 



XI. 



GIR 

Gabbing, prating pertly. To Gab 
again, when servants give saucy 
returns when reprimanded 

Gabby, one of a ready and easy 
expression : the same with auld 
gabbet 

Gadge, to dictate impertinently, 
itSk idly with a stupid gravity 

To Gae, to go 

Gafaw, hearty loud laughter. To 
gawf, to laugh 

Gaist, or ghaist, a ghost 

Gait, a goat 

Gams, gums, 

Gantrees, a stand for ale-barrels 

Gar, to cause, make, or force 

Gare, greedy, rapacious, earnest 
to have a thing 

Gash, solid, sagacious. One with 
a long out chin, we call gash-gab- 
bet, or gash-beard 

Gate, way 

Gaunt, yawn 

Gaw, to take the pet, to be galled 

Gawd, or gad, a bar of iron, a 
ploughman's rod 

Gawky, an idle, staring, idiotical 
person 

Gawn, going 

Gaws, guls 

Gawsy, jolly, buxom 

To ^k, to mock, to toss the head 
with disdain 

Geed, or gade, went 

Genty, htmdsome, genteel 

Get, a brat, a cUld, by way of 
contempt or derision 

Gielainger, an ill debtor 

Gif, if 

Gift, a wicked imp, a term of re- 
proach 

Gillyg[aous, or gillygapus, a staring 
eapmg fool, a gormandLzer 

Gilpy, a roguish ooy 

Gimmer, a young sheep-ewe 

Gin, if 

Gird, to strike, pierce 

Oim, to grin, snarl ; also a snare 
or trap^ such as boys make of 
horse-hair to catch birds 



GRE 

Girth, a hoop 

Glaiks, the reflection of the sun 
thrown from a mirror; an idle 
cood-for-nothing fellow. Glaiked, 
foolish, wanton, light. To give 
the glaiks, to beguUe one by 
giving him his labour for his 
pains 

Glaister, to bawl or bark 

Glamour, a fascinating spell in order 
to deceive the eyes 

Glar, mire, oozy mud 

Glee, to squint. Gleed, or gleid, 
squint-eyed 

Gleg, sharp, quick, active 

Glen, a narrow valley between 
mountains 

Gloom, to scowl or frown 

Glowming, or sloming, the twilight 
or evening ^oom 

Glowr, to stare 

Glunch, to hang the brow and 
grumble 

Goan, a wooden dish for meat 

Goolie, a large knife 

Gorlings, or gorbUngs, young un- 
fledged birds 

Grossie, gossip 

Gowans, daisies 

Gove, to look with a roving eye 

Gowf, or golf, besides the known 
. game, a racket or sound blow on 
the chop, we call ** a gowf on 
the haflet " 

Gowk, the cuckoo. In derision, 
we call a thoughtless fellow, and 
one who harps too long on one 
subject, a sowk 

Gowl, a howling ; to bellow and 
cry 

Gousty, ghastly, large, waste, de- 
solate, and frightful 

Graith, furniture, harness, armour 

To Grane, to groan 

Granny, grandmother, any old wo- 
man 

Grape, a trident fork ; also, to grope 

Gree, prize, victory 

To Gree, to agree 

Green, or grion, to long for 




i 



Onilj. • Urge fadfe. A kail-gnny, 
a knife [or cutting coJtbagm 

Gnaptioa, cnodwaie 

OnHy, iw^ bitter, fxdd (weather} 

Oo^, nvpny 

Gotctrar, goo^m enaHaUux 

OjMMcd, vfaoa tlie Tood cl anj 
TMMlia Arank «ith diyneas 



Had, hold 

Bftffet, the cbe«k, ode of the brad 

H*ig>b«^ coune tuble-linen 

ofthelnnsi uid liver of aaheep, 
and boiled in the big bag 

Hags, hacks, pekl-pita, or breaks 
in mooiy ground; portiona of 
Copftewood I^nlart J cat 

Hain, to rare, manage narrowly 

Hait, or het, hot 

Hale, whole 

Halesome, wholesome 

Uallen, a fence of tarf, twigs, or 
atone, bnilt at the side of a cot- 
ta^ door, to acreen from the 

Hame, home 

Hameld, domestio 

Hamely, friendly, frank, open, 

kind 
To hanker, to doubt or waver 
Hanty, convenient, hondaome 
Harle, dra^ 

Hanu, brama. Ham -pan, the acnll 
Hanbip, hairahip, - ' ' 
Haib, a aloven 



Barerett, or Lavnl, auiuiiCTifiont 

cbatterer, a half -witted tellav 
Haogbs, valleys, or low groondi 

on the aides of the liven 
Havina, good breeding 
Havionr, bcbavioar 
To haaae, to hog 
Baualock, the wool that grows on 

the sheep's neck 
Bawky, a cow; a white-faced ccnr 
Haws, or hana, the Ibrmt or enUrt 
Heal, or bed. hisalth, or whiJe 
Heartaome, bl;tb and happy 
Hecht, to promise, promised 
Hoepy, a person hypochondiiae 
Hereyeatreen, the night beloie 

yeBtemigbt 
Heese, to lift ap a heavy tiung a 

little, A heezy la a good lift 
Heftit, acoaatomcd to live io a p!»M 
H,-^ht f.r Hcuht, promis.;d ; ils^>, 

Hempy, a tricky wa^ ani^ for 
whom the hemp growa 

Hereit, or herried, mined in 
estate : when a bird'a neat is 
robbed, it is said to be berried 

Hecp, a haap, a claap or hook, W 
or bolt ; also, in yam, a certaio 
number of cats 

Heather-bella, the heath bloawn 

Hengh, a nx^ of ateep hill ; alao, 
a coal-pit 

Hiddila, or Hidlings, larking, hid- 
ing places. To do a thing in 
hidlmga, i.e. privately 

To Hing, to hang 

Hipa, the bntto^a 

Hirple, to move alowly and lam^ 

Hirale, to move aa with a matliag 

Hinle, or hirdaale, a flock of oattle 
Ho, a single atocking 
Hobbleshew, confnaed racket, nMM 
Hodden-grey, coarae grey doth 
Hog, a sheep of two year* old 
Hool, haak. Eooled, inclosed 
Hooly, slow 
Boa^ or whoi^ to cough 



GLOSSARY. 



xm. 



JIB 

Hon, or hu, a cap or roof-tree 

How, low fj^nnd, a hollow 

How ! ho ! 

Howdered, hidden 

Howd^, a midwife 

HowfiC A haunt, or aocostomed 

rendezvous 
Howk, to diff 
Howms, homiB, plains on river 

■ides 
Howt ! fv I 

Howtowdy, a yonne hen 
Hardies, the Dattooks 
Hnrkle, to crouch or bow together 

like a cat, hedge-hog, or luure 
Hyt, mad 



I & J 

Jack, a Jacket 

Jag, to prick as with a pin 

Jaw, a wave or gush of water 

Jawp, the dashing of water 

Icesnoglcfl, icicles 

Jee, to incline on one side. To 

jee back and fore, is to move 

like a balk up and down, to this 

and the other side 
Jelly, pretty 
Jig, to crack, to make a noise like 

a cart-wheel 
Jimp, slender 



Jip,gyp8ie 



each, nka, every 
Ingan, onion 
Ingine, genius 
Ingle, fire 
Jo, sweetheart 
Jocktales, a clasp-knife 
Jouk, a h>w bow 
Irie, fearful, terrified, as if afraid 

of some ghost or apparition : 

also, melancholy 
I'so, I shall ; as, TU, for I wUl 
Isles, embers 

Junt, a large joint or piece of meat 
Jute, sour or dead liquor 
Jibe, to mock. Gibe, a taunt 



Kaber, a rafter 

Kale, or kail, colewort; and some- 
times, brotii 
Kacky, to dung 
Kain, a part of a farm-rent paid in 

fowls 
Kame, comb 

Kanny, or canny, fortunate : also, 
wary, one who manages his 
affairs discreetly ; cautious 
Kebuck, a cheese 
Keckle, to cJEickle like a hen, to 

laugh, to be noisy 
Eed^, or cadgie, jovial 
Keek, to peep 

Keel, or keil, black or red chalk 
Kelt, cloth with a freeze, com- 
monly made of motive bUck 
wool 
Kemp, to strive who shall perform 
most of the same work in the 
same time 
Ken, to know ; used in England 
as a noun : a thing within ken, 
i.e. within view 
Kent, a long staff, such as shep- 
herds use for leaping over 
ditches 
Kepp, to catch a thing that moves 

towards one 
Kiest, did cast. Vide ooost 
Kilted, tucked up 
Kinmier, or cummer, a female 

jgossip 
Kim, a chum ; to chum 
Kirtle, an upper petticoat 
Kitchen, sauces or liquids eat 
with solid food: *< hunger is 
fpod kitchen ** 
Kittie, a frolicsome wench 
Kittle, difficult, mysterious, knot- 
ty (writings) 
Kittle, to tickle, ticklish 
Knacky, witty, facetious 
Knoit, to beat or strike sharply 
Knoosed, buffeted and braised 
Knoost, or knuist, a large lump 
Know, a hillock 



C3 



Ivuiiljliick, II knob 



Kytli, to appear : 
Kyte, the bell7 



l^rcD, a rogue, rascal, tliiaf 
LaB8«rti bespattered, oovered with 



I.ik, 



lack, undervalue. 



, "he tiiat lacks my 
mnre, will buy jiiy mare " 

Landart, the country, or belong- 
ing to it ; Tustio 

Lane, alone 



To hold ono out of Ungonr, i 

divert him 

Lang-nebit, long-noaeil 

Lang-ayno, toug ago : BometimeB 
used aa a Bubstantive noun, 
auld kng-ayne, old timea by- 

Ijuikale, coleworta uncut 

Lap, leaped 

Lnppered, craddled or clotted 

Lare, bog 

Lare, a place for laying, or that 

has been Iain in 
Latter-meet, rictnali bronght from 

the tnaster's to the servanta' 

table 
Lare, the rest or remainder 
Lawin, a tavern reckooing 
Lawland, low country 
Lavrock, the lark 
Lawty, or lawtith, justice, fidelty, 

hoaeaty 



Ijcam, ttame 

Lear, leartiing ; to learn 

LsQ, nntJUed ground ; alio 

open ersasy plain 
Leot, a chosen nDoiber. from vl 

one or more is to be elected 
Leglen, a milking^pail with iiot 

or handle 
Leman, a kept miaa 
Leniis, batiocka, loina 
l-engh, laughed 
Lew-WBTtn, lukewarm 
Libbet, gelded 
Lick, to whip or beat: a «*gtt 

cheat we call a great lick 
Lied, ye lied, ye tell a lie 
Lift, the sky or firuiamtnt 
LicgB, liea 
Lilts, the holes of a wiu-l insl™ 

meat of music ; hence, "lilt op 

a Bpring :"— "lilt it out," take 

off yonr drink merrily 
Limmer, a whore 
Limp, to halt 
Lin, a cataract 
Ling, quick carver in a itnigiit 

line : to gallop 
Lingle, oori shoemakera' thre»i 
Linkan, walking speedily 
Liutwhite, a Unnet 
Lire, breaats ; also, the most DUi- 

cnlar parta ; Bometimes the IB 

OT complexion of the face 
lirk, a wrinkle or fold 
Liak, the ^in 
Lith, a jomt 
Loan, or Loaning, a paatage toi 

the cattle to go to pastara left 

untitled ; a litfle common. «here 

the maida often aaaenbled to 

milk the ewea 
Loch, lake 

Loof, the hollow of the hand 
Looms, tools, '■ ' '" 

general, vesseli 



GLOSSARY. 



XV. 



HEI 

Loot, did let 

Low, flame. Lowing, flaming 

Lown, calm : keep lown, be secret 

Loon, Fogae, whore, yillan 

Lounder, a sound blow 

Lout, to bow down, making cour- 
tesy ; to stoop 

Lnck, to enclose, shut up, fasten ; 
hence, lucken handed, dose 
fisted ; lucken gowans, booths, 
&a 

Luckj, grandmother, or goody 

Lug, ear, handle of a pot or vessel 

Lnggie, a dish of wood with a 
handle 

Lum, the chimnev 

Lurdane, a blockhead 

Lure, rather 

Lyart, hoary or grey-haired 



M 



Ma^ to mangle 

Maiden, an engine used for be- 
heading 

BCaik, or make, to match, equal 

Maikless, matchless 

Mailen, a farm 

Makly, seemly, well-proportioned 

Maksna, 'tis no matter ^ 

Malison, a curse, malediction 

Mangit, galled or bruised by toil 
or stripes 

Mank, a want 

Mant, to stammer in speech 

March, or merch, a landmark, 
border of lands 

Marsh, the marrow 

Marrow, mate, fellow, equal, 
comrade 

Mask, to mash (brewing). Mask- 
ing-loom, mash-vat 

Mavis, a thrush 

Maun, must. Mauna, must not, 
may not 

Mawt, malt 

Meikle, much, big, great, large 

Meith, limit, mark, sign 



NIB 

Mends, satisfaction, revenge, re- 
taliation : to make amends, to 
make a grateful return 

Mense, discretion, sobriety, good 
breeding. Mensfou, mannerly 

Menzie, a company of men, army, 
assembly, one's followers 

Messen, a littledog, lap-dog 

Midding, dunghill 

Midges, gnats, little flies 

Mim, affectedly modest 

Mint, aim, endeavour 

Mirk, dark 

Miscaw, to give names 

Misken, to neglect or not take 
notice of one ; also, let alone 

Mislushious, malicious, rough 

Mislers, necessitieSj wants 

Mither, mother 

Monv, many 

Mools, the earth of the grave 

Mou, mouth 

Moup, to eat, generally used of 
chddren, or of old people, who 
have but few teeth, and make 
their lips move fast, though they 
eat but slow 

Mow, a pile or bing, as of fuel, 
hay, sheaves of com, &c. 

Mureeon'd, made a mock of 

Muckle, see meikle 

Murgullied, mismanaged, abused 

Mutch, a coif 

Mutchkin, an EngUsh pint 



N 



Nacky, or knacky, clever, active 

in small a£Eair8 
Neese, nose 
Novel, a sound blow with the neive 

or fist 
Newfangle, fond of a new thing 
Nick, to bite or cheat. Nicked, 

cheated. Also, a cant word to 

drink heartily; as, *'he nicks 

fine" 
Niest, next 



NUBmJ«iii, tnlliug 
KiCMym, UilU* 

-^^ I alMltMi. NilUwed. 

or ludt ' lUrved iu 

or nick al an arrow 
Kaiv^KBott 
Nvwttw. B«iUwr 




r>«rky, witty only is word ari» 
tion, without wiy bum i* U 

Toef, a qtuiy oi wh&rf 

P«ct<, tuff for fi« 

Pcgh. to laut 

I'ciuy. Hitioal, foppuli, imumIbI 

I'Drquiro, by hcut 

Pot, n (arouritei > fondbnc. t 

ucttlo, to dandle, lead, Otni. 

flatter. Hance, lo take thcpct. 

{■ to bo pcevith or taUai, m cco- 

rooBly peta tn wbeo in tlit 

lout ilimbliged 
tHbrouch*, luch Highland too 

arv played on bag>pipei b 

tbo warriors wheu uin | 

batUo 



wheu uiey gs te 



Or. *>.iVl.ii.« iiml fort-r.'. ■ 
(,.r«'. Or .Liv. ..f. Ufi.ro 

l»ia. ativ Ituii^ .-v.T what is i» 
Otj., t,'. »»'(. »mi a. .fi.v 



l-»,l.UH-k. a fnv. I 

till- niMwii .if (n-^ 



rim, tho spool o 
sbuttlc, wbicli 1 

Hniy, (cloth or 
ciiual thread B o 

lit, to put 



qnill within tbc 
txeivet the vara, 
a web) o! nn- 
colours, stripped 



Vith. itrongth, might, force 
I'lack, two bodies, or the third of 

a pcimy EuglUh 
I'leiiiahing. household famitore 
I'liplo, or yaplc, the bubbling, piirl- 

iu^;. or boilipg up of water 
I'lmrtith, poverty 

1|0H. poll 

Toutch, a pocket 



galloway : 
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XVll. 



Prig, to cheapen, or importune for 
A lower price of goods one is buy- 
ing 

Prin, a pin 

Prive, to prove or taste 

Ptopine, gift or present 

Prym, or prime, to fill or stuff 

Poke, to pluck 

Pollieshees, pulleys 

Patt a stane, throw a big stone 



Qoa£^ or qneff^ or queeh, a flat 
wooden drinking-cup lormed of 
stavee 

Quaty to quit 

Quey, a young cow 



Raokless, careless: one who does 
things without regarding whether 
thcTjT be good or bad, we call him 
rackless nanded 

Rae, a roe 

Baffim, meny, roving, hearty 

Baird, a loud sound 

Rair, roar 

Rak, or rook, a mist or fog 

Rape, a rope 

Rashes, rushes 

Rave, did rive or tear 

Ranght, reached 

Rax, to stretch. Razed, stretched 

Rax, andirons 

Ream, cream : whence reaming as 
reaming liquor 

Redd, to rid, unravel ; to separate 
folks that are fighting, it also 
si^mifies clearing of any passage. 
'* I am redd,*' I am apprehensive 

Rede, counsel, advice; as, " I wad 
na rede you to do that" 

Reek, reach ; also, smoke 

Reese, or ruse, to commend, extol 

Reest) to rust, or dry in the smoke 



SAR 

Reft, bereft, robbed, forced, or car- 
ried away 

Reif, rapine, robbery 

Reik, or rink, a course or race 

Rever, a robber or pirate 

Rewth, pit^ 

Rice, or nse, bulrushes, bramble 
branches, or twigs of trees 

Rierd, a roar 

Rife, or ryf e, plenty 

Rift, to belch 

Rigging, the back or rig-back, the 
top or ridge of a house 

Rigs of com, ridges 

Ripples, a weakness in the back 
and reins 

Rock, a distaff 

Roove, to rivet 

Rottan, a rat 

Roundel, a witty, and often satiric 
kind of rhyme 

Rowan, rolling 

Rowt, to roar, especially the lowing 
of bulls and cows 

Rowth, i>lenty 

Ruck, a rick or stack of hay or com 

Rude, the red taint of the complex- 
ion 

Ruefu*, doleful 

Rug, to pull, take away by force 

Rumple, the rump 

Rungs, small boughs of trees 
lopped off 

Rankle, a wrinkle ; to ruffle 

Rype, to search 



Saebiens, seeing it is, since 

Saikless, suiltless, free 

Sained, blessed 

Sair or sare, sore 

Salry, forlorn and pitiable 

Sail, shall ; like soud for should 

Sand-blind, purblind, short-sighted 

Sape or saip, soap 

Sar, savour or smell 

Sark, a shirt 



S»neb, ft wilkiw or fiUlow-trco 
Saw, ta old Myisg or proverbial 

Savt, aolC 

Scad, scald 

f^car, the bare pUcce on tho aidea 
of hills vasbed dowu vith rains 

Scart, to Rcrntch 

Scauld, scold 

Scawp, a bare, dr; piece o( stoaj 
groanil 

Scon, bread tbe coantry people 
bake ever the Brc, thinner and 
broader than a bannock 

ScDwp, to leap or move hastilj 
from one place to aaotber 

Scowth, room, fceedom 

ScHmp, narrow, straitened, little 

Soroggs, shrnba, thorna, briara. 
Scroggy. thoruj- 

Scu-Ib, nit ; a late nft.uc givOU It 
by tbe benders or drinkers 

Sculdudry, lewdness 

Scunner, to loath 

Sell, self 

Seuch, furrow, ditch 

Sey, to try 

Slian, pitiful, silly, poor 

Sham, cow's dung 

Shaw, a wood or forest 

To Shaw, to shew 

Sbawl, shallow 

Sbawps, empty husks 

Sheen, shining 

Sbellycoat, a goblin 

■Shiel. a sbepherd'a cot 

Shill, abrill, having a sharp aouad 

Shiro, clear, thin. We call thin 
cloth or clear liquor, shire ; also, 
a clever wag, a shire lick 

Shog, to wake, shake, or jog back- 
wards and forwards 

Shoal, shovel 

Shoon, shoes 

Shore, to threaten 

Shotle, a drawer 

Sib, a-kin 

Sic, such 



rimlet, oomawnlj 



Sicker, firtn, 
Sike. a riU i 

Siller, silver 

Siudle or sinle, seldom 

Sinsyne, since that time : lug 

sinsyne, loug ago 
Skail, to ipill, to disperse ; henoe 

we Hay, " Tbe kirk la duu^ng,' 

(or, the congregation it Mpsi*- 

ting 
Skair, shara 

Skoitb, hurt, damage, loai 
Skcigh, skittish 
Skell, shelf 
Skelp, to run ; need when tme nuu 

barefoot ; also, a small spliotir 

of wood ; likewise, to flog tbs 

bnttocks 
Skiff, to move sniootblv aw»y 
Skiiik, B Idud of strung broth suJe 

of cows' haras or koucklis; slso, 

to fill drink in a cop 
Skirl, to shriek or cry with a shriD 

Sklate, slate. Skailie ia tbe fine 

bine slate 
Sbowrie, ragged, luaty, idle 
Skreed, a r«nt, a hearty diinkiif 

To Skreigh, to shriek 
Skybald, a tatlerdemalioD 
Skyt, to fly out hastily 
Slade or Slaid, did slide, moved, 

or made a thing move (utsily 
Slsp or Slah, a ^p or narrow p»" 

between two hills ; also, a breach 

inawaU 



Slid, smooth, caoiuag, dippei; ; 

aa — "He's a slid lonn." Slidry, 

slippery 
Slippery, sleepy 
SiooK, a raire, ditch, or alotl^ ; 

to wade through a mire 
Slote, a bar or bolt tor a door 
Sloagh, husk or coat 



GLOSSARY. 



XIX. 



SPA 

Smaik, a silly, little, pitiful fellow; 

the same with Smatchet 
Smirky, smiling 
Smittle, infectioas or catching 
Smoor, to smother 
Snack, nimble, ready, clever 
Sned; to cut 
Sneg, to cut ; as — ** Sneg'd ofif at 

the web end " 
Snell, sharp, smarting, bitter, firm 
Snib, to snab, check, or reprove ; 

to correct 
Snifter, to snufif or breathe through 

the nose a little stopped 
Snishing or Sneishing, snufif 
Snod, OMtaphorically used for neat, 

handsome, tight 
Snood, the band for t3ring up a 

woman's hair 
Snool, to dispirit by chiding, hard 

labour, and the like ; also, a 

pitiful, grovelling slave 
Snoove, to whirl round 
Snotter, snot 
Snurl, to ruifle or wrinkle 
Sonsy, happy, fortunate, lucky; 

sometimes used for large and 

lusty 
Sore, sorrel, reddish-coloured 
Som, to spunge or hang on others 

for maintenance 
Sobs, the noise that a thing makes 

when it falls to the ground 
Sond, should 
Sough, the sound of wind amongst 

troes, or of one sleeping 
Souming, swimming 
Soup, a sup 
Soutor, a snoemaker 
Sowens, flummery, or oatmeal 

soured amongst water for some 

time, then boiled to a consis- 
tency, and eaten with milk or 

butter 
S«wf, to conn over a tune on an 

instrument 
Spae, to foretell or divine. Spae- 

men, prophete, augurs 
Spain, to wean from the breast 



STO 

Spait, a torrent, flood, or inunda* 

tion 
Spang, a jump ; to leap or jump 
SpauT, shoulder, arm 
Speel, to climb 
Speer, to ask, inquire 
Spelder, to split, stretoh, spread 

out, draw asunder 
Spence, the place of the house 

where provisions are kept 
Spill, to spoil, abuse 
Spoolie, or spulzie, spoil, booty, 

plunder 
Spraings, stripes of differentcolours 
Spring, a tune on a musical instru- 
ment 
Sprush, spruce 
Spruttled, speckled, spotted 
Spnnff, the fob 
Spunk, tinder 

Stalwart, strong and valiant 
Stane, stone 
StaujBf, did sting, to sting; also a 

stiDg or pole 
Stank, a pool of standing water 
Stark, strong, robust 
Stams, the stars. Stam, a small 

moiety : we say, ** ne*er a stam'* 
Stew, stole 
Stey, steep ; as, '' set a stout heart 

to a stey brae*' 
Steek, to shut, dose 
Stegh, to cram 
Stend, or sten, to move with a 

hasty long pace 
Stent, to stretch or extend, to limit 

or stint 
Sting, a pole, a cudgel 
Stirk, a steer or bullock 
Stock-and-hom, a shepherd's pipe, 

made by inserting a reed pierced 

like a nute into a cow's horn ; 

the mouth-piece is like that of a 

hautboy 
Stoit or Stot, to rebound or reflect 
Stoken, to slake the thirst 
Stoor, rough, hoarse 
Stou, to cut or crop. A stou, a 

large cut or piece 



GLOSSARY. 
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TWI 

Threep or Threap, to aver, allege, 
urge, and afiirm boldly 

Thrimal or Thrummil, to press or 
squeeze through with difficulty 

Thud, a blast, blow, storm, or toe 
violent sound of these : '* Cry'd 
heh at ilka thud," t. e., gave a 
groan at every blow 

Tid, tide or time, proper time ; as — 
«• He took the tid ''^ 

Tift, good order, health 

Till, to. TiU % to it 

Tine, to lose. Tint, lost 

Tinsel, loss 

Tip or Tippony, ale sold for two- 
pence the Scots pint 

Tippanizing, driiudng twopenny 
ale 

Tirle or Tirr, to uncover a house 

Titty, sister 

Tocher, portion, dowry 

Tod, a fox 

Tooly, to fight ; a fight or quarrel 

Toom, empty, applied to a barrel, 
purse, house, &c. ; also, to empty 

Tosh, tight, neat 

Toeie, warm, i>leasant, half fuddled 

To the fore, in being, alive, un- 
oonsumed 

Touse, or Tousle, to rumple, teaze 

Tout, the sound of a horn or 
trumpet 

Tow, a rope 

Towmond, a year or twelvemonth 

Tree, a cask of liquor, a nine- 
gallon tree 

Trewes, hose and breeches all of 
apiece 

Trig, neat, handsome 

Troke, exchange 

True, to trow, trust, believe 

Trnf , steal 

Truncher, trencher, platter 

Tryst, appointment 

Turs, turn, truss 

Twin, to part with, or separate 
from 

Twitch, touch 

Twinters, sheep of two years old 
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Tydie, plump, fat, lucky 

Tynd. Vide Teen 

lyst, to entice, stir up, allure 



u & V 

Ugg, to detest, hate, nauseate 

U^ome, hateful, nauseous 

Yirle, a ferrule 

Vissy, to view with care 

Um while, or umquhile, the late or 
deceased : some time ago ; of 
old 

Uneith, not easy 

Ungeard, naked, not clad, j un- 
harnessed 

Unko, or unco, uncouth, strange 

Unlusom, unlovely 

Unsonsy, nnlucky, ngly - 

Vougy, elevated, proud 

Uundooht, or wandought, a silly 
weak person 



w 



Wad, or wed, pledge, wager, 

pawn ; also, would 
Wae, sorrowful 
Waefu', woeful 
Waff, wandering by itself 
Wak, moist, wet 
Wale, to pick and chuse 
Wolop, to move swiftly with 

much agitation 
Wally, chosen, beautiful, large 
Wame, womb, the belly 
Wandought, want of dought, im- 

i)otent 
Wangrace, wickedness, want of 

fljrace 
Wanter, a man who wants a wife 
War, worse 
Warld, world 
Warlock, wizard 
Wat, or wit, to know 
Waught, a large draught 
Wean, or wee ane, a child 
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SOME FEW OF THE CONTENTS 

[or THE ** BVEBQRBEJr."*] 

Hbib mighty James the First, the best of kings, 
Imploys the merry muse, and smyling sings. 
Grave BaLvntyne, in verse divinely wyse, 
Makis Vertew triumph owre fals fleechand Vyse. 

And heir Dunbar does with unbound ingyne, 
In B&tyrey joke, and in the serious schyne. 
He to best poets skairslie zields in ocht ; 
In language he may fail, but not in thocht. 

Blyth Kennedie, contesting for the bays, 
Attackis his freind Dunbar in comick layis. 
And seims the fittest hand (of ony then) 
Against sae fell a f ae to draw his pen. 

Heir Lethington the statisman courts the Nine, 
Draps politicks a quhyle, and turns divyne ; 
Sings the Creation, and fair Eden tint. 
And promise made to man, man durst not hint. 

To rouse couragious fyre behald the field, 

Quhair Hardyknute, with lanss, bow, sword and scheild, 

With his braif sonis, dantit the king of Norss, 

And cleithed the plain with mony a saules cors. 



* From a copy printed aa a broadside, without date. 
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AN EPISTLE TO JAMES OSWALD, ON HIS LEAVING 

EDINBURGH* 

Deab Oswald, could my verse as sweetly flow 
As notes thou softly touchest with the bow, 
When all the circling fair attentive hing 
On ilk vibration of thy trembling string, 
I'd sing how thou wouldst melt our souls away 
By solemn notes, or cheer us wi' the gay. 
In verse as lasting as thy tunes shall be, 
As soft as thy new polish'd ' Danton me.' 

But wha can sing that feels wi' sae great pain 
The loss for which Edina sighs in vain ? 
Our concert now nae mair the ladies mind ; 
They've a' forgot the gait to Niddery's wynd. 
Nae mair the ' Braes of BaUandine ' can charm, 
Nae mair can ' Fortha's Bank ' our bosom warm, 
Nae mair the ' Northern Lass ' attention draw. 
Nor * Pinky-house ' gi' place to * Alloa. ' 

O Jamie ! when may we expect again 
To hear from thee, the soft, the melting strain. 
And, what's the loveliest, think it hard to guess, 
* Miss S— t * or thy * Lass of Inverness ] ' 
When shall we sigh at thy soft ' Cypress-grove,' 
So well adapted to the tale of love 1 
When wilt thou teach our soft u^dian fair 
To languish at a false Sicilian air ; 
Or when some tender tune compose again, 
And cheat the town wi' David Rizo's name ? 
Alas ! no more shall thy gay tunes delight. 
No more thy notes sadness or joy excite, — 
No more thy solemn bass's awful sound. 
Shall from the chapel's vaulted roof rebound. 
London, alas ! which aye has been our bane. 
To which our very loss ia certain gain. 



" Attributed to Ramsay by Mr. David King. From tlio " Scots Magnzino " of 
October, 1741. 
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Aad pbij vkfle bon maj- wag or atnngs caa last. 
FiMvieD — peAafiK if jwn oblige na soon, 
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THE WYKB OF ArCHTKRMTCHTT.* 
Ix AndiMnniidity dwelt a man. 

An hnitiand. aa I heard it tawld, 
Qoha wiefl oood tipple out a can, 

And nowther lavit fanngir nor caold, 
1^ anes it fell upon a day. 

He fokit his plerth npcoi the plain ; 
(Bat achort the stonn wald let him stay, 

Sair blew the day with wind and lain.) 

He lowad the plewch at the lands end, 
And diaife hit owsen hame at ene ; 

Qnhen he came in be bUnkit ben, 

And saw his wyfe baith dij and dene, 

■ Proin tbE "EreiKirai." ml 1. p. isr. 
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(Set beikand by a f jrre full bauld, 
Suppand fat sowp^ as I heard say :) 

The man being weary, wet, and cauld, 
Betwein thir twa it was nae play. 

Quod he, quhair is my horses com, 

My owsen has nae hay nor strae, 
Dame^ ye maun to the plewch the mom, 

I sail be hussy gif I may. 
(This seid-time it proves cauld and bad^ 

And ye sit warm, nae troubles se ; 
The mom ye sail gae with the lad, 

And syne yeil ken what drinkers drie.) 

Oudenum, quod soho, content am I, 

To tak the plewch my day about, 
Sae ye rule weil the kaves and ky, 

And all the house baith in and out : 
(And now sen ye haif made the law, 

Then gyde all richt and do not break ; 
They sicker raid that neir did faw. 

Therefore let naithing be neglect.) 

But sen ye will hussyskep ken. 

First ye maun sift and syne sail kned ; 
And ay as ye gang butt and ben, 

Luke that the bairns dryt not the bed : 
And lay a saft wysp to the kiln, 

We haif a dear farm on our heid ; 
And ay as ye gane forth and in^ 

Keip weil the gaislings frae the gled. 

The wyfe was up richt late at ene, 
I pray luck gife her ill to fair^ 

Scho kim'd the kirn, and skumt it clene. 
Left the gudeman but bledoch bair : 

Then in the morning up scho gat ; 
And on hir heart laid her disjunc, 
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Hynd to the kirn then did he stoure, 

And jumblit at it till he swat, 
Quhen he had rumblit a full lang hour, 

The sorrow crap of butter he gat ; 
Albeit nae butter he could get, 

Yit he was cummert with the kirn. 
And syne he het the milk sae het, 

That ill a spark of it wad yim. 

Then ben thair cam a greidy sow, 

I trow he cund hir litle thank : 
For in scho shot hir mekle mow, 

And ay scho winkit, and aye scho drank. 
(He tuke the kimstaff be the shank,) 

And thocht to reik the sow a rout, 
(The twa left gaislings gat a dank,) 

That straik dang baith thair hams out. 

Then he bure kendling to the kill, 

But scho start all up in a low, 
Quhat eir he heard, what eir he saw, 

That day he had nae will to wow. 
Then he gied to take up the bairns, 

Thocht to have fund them fair and clene ; 
The first that he gat in his arms. 

Was a* bedirtin to the ene. 

(The first it smelt sae sappylie, 

To touch the lave he did not grein :) 
The deil cut aff their hands, quoth he, 

That cramd your kytes sae strute yestrein. 
He traild the foul sheits down the gate, 

Thocht to haif wush them on a stane. 
The bum was risen grit of spait. 

Away frae him the sheits has tane. 

Then up he gat on a know heid, 
On hir to cry, on hir to schout : 

b 



SvUo hard lijm, and scho h&rd him not, 

Bat itoutly Bteird the stota about. 
Scho draif the Aay nnto the nicht, 

Scho loWBt the pleirch, and syne came h&me ; 
8cbo fand oil wrong that aould been richt, 

I trow the man tbocht inekle Bchoine. 
Quoth he, my office 1 forsake, 

For all the hale daja of mj lyie • 
For I wold put a house to wroik, 

Had I been twenty days gudewyfe. 
Quoth acho, weil mot ye broke your plAce, 

Fop troely I tall noir accfpt it; 
Quoth he, faynd fa the lyais face, ^ 

But yit ye may be blyth to get it. 
Then up acho gat a mekle rung ; 

And the gndeman made to the dore. 
Quoth he, dame, I sail hold my tung. 

For and we fecht Til got the war ; 
Quoth he, when I forsuke my plewch, 

I trow I but foTSuke my skill : 
Then I will to my plewch again ; 

For I and this house will nerir do wetl. 
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TO DOCTOR BOSWELL,* 

WITH THB IWO VOLS. OF MY FOBMS. 
These are the flowiuga from my Quill, 

when in my youthful days 
I scamper'd o'er the Muses' Hill, 

and panted after ptaise. 

Ink jour naden mii7 be iDtamted In tha Tsnes which 
Ian Runur, In a copy of hit poems preseolfid to n; ut 

— .. , jncle olJahuon'B blogiBi>hsr,"-Froiii aLetUr, b; Mr. I 

ths Editor of Htfa and Qiunu, 
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AmbitiouB to appear in print, 

my Labour was delyte, 
Begardless of the envioiiB Squint, 

or growling Critick's Spite. 

While those of the best Taste and Senoe 

indulg'd my native fire, 
It bleezed by their benevolence, 

and heaved my genius higher. 

Dear Doctor Boswell, such were they, 

resembled much by you. 
Whose favours were the genial ray 

by which to fame I grew. 

From my first setting out in Rhime, 

near fourty years have wheeld, 
Like Israel's Sons, so long a Time 

through fancy's wiles I've reeld. 

May powers propitious by me stand, 

since it is all my daim, 
As they enjoyed their promised land, 

may I my promised fame. 

While Blythness then on health attends, 

and love on Beauty's young, 
My merry Tales shall have their friends, 

and Sonnets shall be sung. 

Sir, your humble Servant, 

ALLAN RAMSAY. 

From my Bower on the Castle 
Bank of Edinburgh, March the 10th, 1747. 
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When lo ! her needle — stxange effect of spite — 

Wounded that skin it could not see so bright : 

She starts — she raves — she trembles with the smart ; 

The point that prick'd her skin went to her heart. 

Sharp pain would not allow her long to stop ; 

" My doves," she cried, " haste to Olympus' top ! " 

The tim'rous beauty gets into her car — 

Her pinion'd bearers swiftly cut the air. 

As quick as thought they reach'd the sacred ground. 

Where mighty Jove with Juno sat enthron'd. 

*' What ails my child 1" to her then cried the god ; 

'' Why thus in tears ? What makes you look so odd 1 

Would you a favour beg ? " A while she stood, 

Her ivory finger stain'd with purple blood ; 

Then thus :— ** Oh ! father of the gods/' she pray'd, 

'' Grant I may be invulnerable made 1 " 
With look sedate, returned the awful sire — 

" Daughter, you do not know what you desire ; 

Would you to Pluto's gloomy regions run ? 

Would you be dipt in Styx, like Thetis' son f 

Gould you unfrighted view hell's dismal shore ? 

What shall I say then ? Go^ and stitch no more." 
Ashamed — ^unsatisfied — ^away she hies 

To tiy her fate again beneath the skies. 

*' Shall I," she said, '< While goddesses well drest. 

Outshine each other at a birth-day feast — 

Shall I in simple nakedness be brought. 

Or clothed in rags ? Intolerable thought ! 

No ! rather may the blood my cheeks forsake, 

And a new passage through my fingers take ! " 
In fertile Sicily, well known to fame, 

A mountain stands, and ^tna is its name. 

Tremendous earthquakes rend the flinty rock. 

And vomit forth continual fire and smoke : 

Here Vulcan forges thunderbolts for Jove — 

Here frames sharp arrows for the god of love ; 



Hit C^di^a with Ihrar hammen strike &rotiDd — 
The IiuUow ckTems echo batck the Boaiid. 

Hen Venoi brought her pigeons and her coach — 
The one-eyed workmen ceued at her approatdi ; 
When Yulcan thiu : — Hy channer 1 vhj so pcde I 
Ton seem |nepared to tell some diemol tale. 
Does fierce Tydidea still his rage punue ) 
Or has jour son his arrows tried on fon 1 " 
"Ah no !" " What makes you bleed then? answer quick." 
" Uh no '. my lord, m; husband ! Enow, a prick 
Ot needle's point has made me wondrous sick." 
" Fear not, my spouse '. " sud Yolcan, " ne'er again, 
Never shall ai^ needle give yon pain-" 
With that the charming goddess he embraced. 
Then in a shell of brass her linger cased. 
" This little engine shall in future days," 
Continued he, " receive the poeta' praise, 
And give a froitfu! anbject for their lays ; 
This shall the lovely Lydia'a finger grace — 
Lydio, the fairest of the human race ! " 
He spoke — then, with a Hmile, the Queen of Love 
Retum'd him thanks, and bock to Cyprus drove. 

When Teiius Lydia with beauty blest, 
She granted her the thimblu with the rest ; 
Yet cannot brass or steel remain for aye — 
All earthly things are subject to decay. 
Of Babers tow'r, so lofty and so proud. 
No Btono remains to tell us where it stood ; 
The great, the wise, the valiant, and the just, 
CicBttr and Cato, are retum'd to duat ; 
Devouring time to aU destruction brings. 
Alike the fate of thimbles— and of kings. 
Then grieve not, Ljdia ! cease your anxious core. 
Nor murmur lest your favourite thimble wear. 
All other thimbles shall wear out ere long, 
All other thimbles, be they e'er so strong. 
Whilst yours shall hre tor ever — in my song. 
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